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PREFACE. 

Though  to  say  "to  fill  a  long-felt  want"  has  become  an  expression  so  frequently  misused  as  to 
have  almost  lost  all  force,  yet,  in  presenting  this  modest  addition  to  the  publications  of  the  Union,  it 
can  be  most  truthfully  declared  that  the  want  of  such  a  work  as  this  claims  to  be  has  been  felt  and 
urgently  called  f»r  for  years  by  the  officers  and  teachers  of  our  Sunday  Schools.  We  do  not  expect 
that  this  volume  will  supply  every  need  of  the  officers  and  choir  leaders  of  our  Sunday  Schools,  we 
sincerely  trust,  however,  it  will  be  an  aid  in  the  direction  sought,  and  be  the  precursor  of  many  yet 
more  valuable  works  to  aid  in  the  musical  development  of  the  youth  of  Israel. 

The  Deseret  Sunday  School  Union  views  with  commendable  pride  the  results  of  its  efforts  in 
developing  the  taste  for  good  music  in  the  midst  of  the  Latter-day  Saints;  and  trusts  it  will  be  able  to 
yet  add  much  in  this  direction. 

The  present  volume  contains  eighty-eight  pieces,  mostly  the  productions  of  our  home  composers 
and  authors.  The  pieces  it  contains  present  many  varieties  of  style  and  treatment,  and  are  adapted  lo 
the  capacity  of  the  Sunday  School  scholars  of  all  ages,  from  those  who  belong  to  the  infant  to  the 
members  of  the  adult  classes. 

January  17,  1884. 
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GLADLY    MEETING. 


Music  by  E.  S. 
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greeting,  Oa  this      prec  -  ious    meeting        day,       Sinful      thoughts  be  all  for 
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saken —    Ev'-iy     seat 
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taken —  Let    each    heart    to    God     a  -  wak  -  en,  While  we     sing  and  pray. 
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Gladly  meeting, 
Kindly  greeting, 
Let  us  all  unite  in  heart, 
While  the  throne  we're  all  addressing. 
And  our  sinful  ways  confessing, 
Let  us  seek  a  heavenly  blessing, 
Ere  we  bonce  depart. 


Gladly  meeting. 
Kindly  greeting, 
As  each  meeting  shall  return, 
May  our  minds  by  study  brighten— 
May  our  aspirations  high  ten, 
And  may  grace  our  souls  enlighten 
While  we  strive  to  learn. 


o. 


WEtiOOME,   WELCOME    SABBATH    MORNING. 


Words  by  R.  B.  Baird. 


Music  by  E.  Beesley. 
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Welcome,  welcome 
Hark !  the  Sabbath 
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Now  we 
Hear  the 
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Loving     teachers 
Ev'  -  ry    ten  -  der 


kind  -  ly   greet    us 
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As      we  meet  in    Sun  -  day  school, Where  they  la- bor     hard 
Bids     us  come,  nor    long  -  er    stay;    On    our    way  the      mu 


to    teach  us      By 
sic  meets  us — Hast 


the 
en, 


Savior's 
hast  -  en, 
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gold  -  en  rule, 
come     a  -  way. 


Hcre  we  bow  in  meek  dovotion. 

Here  we  sing  His  worthy  praise, 
Here  our  hearts,  with  fond  emotion. 

Seek  to  learn  His  holy  ways. 
From  the  books  of  revelation 

"We  are  taught  while  yet  in  youth, 
"Words  of  heavenly  inspiration 

Quide  us  iq  the  paths  of  truth. 


Here  we  meet  with  friends  and  neighbors, 

Parents,  too,  are  in  the  throng; 
We  are  earnest  in  our  labors — 

To  God's  kingdom  we  belong. 
Trials  make  our  faith  grow  stronger 

Truth  is  nobler  than  a  crown, 
"We  will  brave  the  tempest  longer 

Though  the  world  upon  us  frown. 


KOTB.— Sing  the  first  four  lines  ol'  the  first  Terse  for  a  ebonu. 


ROOK    OF    MY    REFUGE. 
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1  As      swiftly  my  days  go    out  on  the  wing,  As    onward  my  bark  drifts  o-verthesea, 

2  Dark  sorrow  may  come  with  many      a  tear;  Stern  trials     in    life    my    portion  may  be;  ^  0    Father    in  heaven, this 

3  Till      angels  of  lightmy  summonsshall  bring,Till  upward  with  joy  my  spir- it  shall  flee, 
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song  will  I  sing:  The  rock  of  my  refuge    is     Thee,      The  rock  of  my    refuge   is     Thee. 
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Rock  of  my  refuge    so 
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WHEN    THE    ROSY    LIGHT    OF    MORNING. 


By  R.  B.  Baird. 


-m-    ^ 


^ 


—m 1= — ■! •It — « — m 


'-■A 


--S^-S: 


When  the     ro  -  sy    light    of 
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morning     Soft  -  ly    beams  a  -  bove   the 
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And  the  birds,  sweet  heavenly 
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:t=: 


It: 
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makes  the  heart  so 
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gay;   Na  -  ture     breathes  her    sweetest       fragrance    On    the 
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When    the    rosy    LidHf   op    morning.    Contmued. 


CHORUS. 


:^: 


-^— fi- 


-jzt 


d 


■^- 


m 


Then  a     -    way, 
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Then   a  -  way, 


haste    a    -    way, 


Come   a    -    way      to      the      Sun  -  day 
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haste   a  -  way, 
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school;    Then    a 
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way, 
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way        to      the     Sun  -  day        school. 
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For  a  wise  and  glorious  purpose 

Thus  we  meet  each  Sabbath  day, 
Each  one  striving  for  salvation 

Through  the  Lord's  appointed  way. 
Earnest  toil  will  be  rewarded, 

Zealous  hearts  need  not  repine ; 
God  will  not  withold  His  blessings 

From  the  eager  seeking  mind. 

Cheerful  hearts  make  duty  pleasure, 
Willing  hands  make  labor  light, 

Happiness  crowns  every  effort 
In  the  battle  for  the  right ; 


And  when  life's  short  day  is  ended, 
0,  what  joys  we  then  will  share. 

If  we  here  obey  His  precepts 
And  prepare  to  meet  Him  there  1 

Let  us  then  press  boldly  onward. 

Prove  ourselves  as  soldiers  true ; 
He  will  lead  us,  He  will  guide  us, 

Come,  there's  work  for  all  to  do. 
Never  tiring,  never  doubting. 

Boldly  struggHng  to  the  end. 
In  the  world,  though  foes  assail  us, 

God  will  surely  be  our  friend. 


WE    WANT    TO   SEE   THE  TEMPLE. 


Words  by  Geo.  Manwaring. 
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We    want   to    see    the 
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temple  With      tow-ers      ris  -  ine 
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Where  Je  -  sus,  our    Re  -  deemer, 
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We  want  to  meet  the  Savior, 
And  see  Him  face  to  face, 

When  He  shall  come  in  glory 
Unto  that  holy  place. 


If  we  are  true  and.faithful, 

We'll  hear  our  Savior's  voice- 
Receive  a  Father's  blessing. 
And  in  His  love  rejoice. 
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Beau-ti-ful        mountains,     val  -  leys         fair; 
Beau-ti  -  ful        Sab- bath      school      I  love, 


By  William  Powell. 
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Beautiful  teachings— source  of  joy, 
Riches  that  time  can  ne'er  destroy; 
Beautiful  is  the  iron  rod, 
Leading  us  back  unto  our  God. 

Beautiful  canyons,  mountains  high, 
Beautiful  God  is  ever  nigh  ; 
Beautiful  orchards,  meadows  green- 
Beautiful  panoramic  scene. 


Beautiful  rivers,  gushing  streams, 
Beautiful  are  the  bright  sunbeams; 
Beautiful  home  for  you  and  me; 
Beautiful  truth  that  makes  us  free. 

Beautiful  are  the  songs  we  sing- 
Hark,  how  the  children's  voices  ringl 
"Glory  to  God  who  reigns  on  highl" 
Echoes  around  the  earth  and  sky. 


DID    YOU    THINK    TO    PRAYP 
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Ere   you    left  your  room  this     morning,       Did  you  think  to      pray?       In      the  name  of  Christ,  our      Savior, 
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Did  you    sue    for    lov  -  ing       fa  -  vor      As     a    shield  to  -  day? 


CHORUS. 
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0,    how    praying  rests  the        wea  -  ry ! 
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Prayer  will  change  the  night  to 
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When  your  heart  was  filled  with  anger, 

Did  you  think  to  pray? 
Did  you  plead  for  grace,  my  brother, 
That  you  might  forgive  another 

Who  had  crossed  your  way? 


When  sore  trials  came  upon  you, 

Did  you  think  to  pray? 
When  your  soul  was  full  of  sorrow. 
Balm  of  Grilead  did  you  borrow 

At  the  gates  of  day? 


SONa    OF    THE    SEASONS. 


Words  by  C.  W.  STAYNEa. 
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Music  by  E.  Beesley. 
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Merry,   merry,    children,    sweetly    sing    Of  the      happy     days  that  the  _  seasons  bring:  Each  in     its  robes  doth 
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gai  -  ly      ap  -  pear,       The  hearts  of    the    children      to       comfort    and  cheer.  Merry,  merry  children,   sweetly    sing 
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Of  the  happp  days  that  the  seasons  bring,  Merry,  merry    children,  sweetly  sing  •  Of  the  happv  days  that  the  seasons  bring. 
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Merry,  merry  children,  gently  pray 
That  the  happy  times,  which  are  passing  away, 
Long  in  your  lives  may  linger  and  shine. 
As  gems  of  bright  lustre  and  radience  divine. 

Merry,  merry  children,  soon  the  Spring 
With  her  pretty  buds,  and  her  birds  that  sing, 


Clad  now  in  verdure,  must  change  her  array, 
And  then  she  will  grow  into  bright  Summer  day. 

Merry,  merry  children,  Summer's  heat 
Follows  ever  after  the  Spring  so  sweet; 
Autumn  with  sheaves  of  bright  yellow  grain 
Doth  herald  the  coming  of  Winter  again. 
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SUPPLICATION. 


Words  by  A.  Dylrymple. 


Music  by  L.  Schopield. 


Come        let     us    one    and 


all 


Join      in      a        sacred       strain,        And 


S^E: 


-^    -^    -m 


m. 


:t=t=t==q 


:|=z=t==:it: 


d-t==t. 


:^=^: 


1 


:t=: 


on    our      Maker 

^        ^        H«        -^ 

-!• — w — m — » 


will    heed    our      hum  -  ble    prayer,  And 


0  God  of  life  and  light. 
Our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy, 
And  with  most  pure  delight 
Our  time  we  here  employ. 
Where  we  can  learn  each  Sabbath  day 
To  walk  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 


0  Lord  may  we  be  wise 

In  early  life,  we  pray, 

And  strive  to  win  the  prize 

By  walking  in  that  way 
That  leads  to  immortality. 
Where  all  the  ransomed  hosts  will  be* 


HASTE  TO  THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 


11 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  Gr.  Bickley. 


-J— J- 


^^_t± 1 — m — « — ^ — _^5 1 — \^^—m |_j — I— — ;^ — l^-:d^^ — i' — I — 1 P — P-J P — — \-m — al — « — ^ — « — al 


Haste  to  the  Sunday  school,  Coiiie,come,  come,  Why  will  you  waiting  stand,Come  join  ourunion  band, Gladly  we'll  takeyour  hand, 

j^  j^  .^  ^    .m    -^    _    _     _l    _^  _^  _    _    _       _    _    _    _    _    ,     -^-  -p-  -m  ^  -m  -p- 


^l«-3 — ^ — 1« — sm — \m — • — »— -1-1 *— is^-i ^ — ^ — t — t — 1^-»- 

'^-4-p- 1;?-^-!^-!,? — [-  -  j-' — I — I — H • — "p-to— ^-H-^ 


'\m~\m 


:?=(•=:?=•: 


:tzii'i?=t=: 


:t=z:t==t 


t=t:=t=: 


:t: 


=r 


:zzz2:^: 


Come,  come,come;  Here  we  have  teachers  kind,  And  we  shall  sure  -  ly    find  Much  to    improve    the  mind, Come,come,come. 
^-.-•— •— • — m-0—0-^^ — m~0-0 — m — •--^-^zz=t:^tz=t=zt:: 


@^-te 


:li 


tz=t=: 


t:=p2zdz^--_^=zzt«=ztB=ta:    . 
I        I       1^      1^      ^    1^    I 


g=g=:g— g=zg— r^ 


:t2Z=zt2=t2=tz: 


:t=: 


:t2=:t2==k=t2: 


Haste  to  the  Sunday  school, 

Come,  come,  come: 
Here  we  with  one  accord 
All  meet  to  praise  the  Lord, 
And  learn  His  holy  word- 
Come,  come,  come. 
Oh,  do  not  hesitate  ! 
Come,  ere  it  be  too  late — 
March  on  to  heaven's  gate — 
Come,  come,  come. 


Haste  to  the  Sunday  school, 

Come,  come,  come: 
Here  we  will  learn  the  laws 
Of  God's  most  holy  cause. 
Then  do  not  longer  pause — 

Come,  come,  come. 
Why  will  you  waiting  stand? 
Come,  join  our  union  band. 
Gladly  we'll  take  your  hand— ^ 

Come,  come,  come. 
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A    THANKSGIVING-    HYMN. 


Words  by  B.  N.  K. 


:=fi=^=:=i^: 


To 


5— -fuzz  J: 

Thee,     our    heavenly 


=1: 


-^-^ 


Music  BY  E 


-m-. — j- 

Fath 


^ 


er, 


m 


:^- 


We'll 

_:^- 

-taizi 


DOW    our 


voic 

::t== 


•  es  raise, 


Thro' 


«zz:3=zz:;irzz=i: 


aays. 


t- 


We'll  join  to  sing  Thy  praises 
For  blessings  Thou  hast  given — 

The  blessings  of  the  gospel, 

Which  leads  from  earth  to  heaven. 

The  Prophet  Joseph  brought  us 
Thy  truth  without  alloy; 


The  principles  he  taught  us 
Fill  humble  hearts  with  joy. 

We  thank  Thee  that  an  angel 
To  earth  the  tidings  bore, 

That  Thy  eternal  Priesthood, 
Thou  would' st  again  restore. 


SO^VIN  G 


Music  by  H.  A.  Tuckett, 


^- 


^©S^i^S 


ms. 


We    are 


s 


sow  -  ing,   dai  -  ly 


f=t' 


&3 


sowmg,     Countless  seeds  of  good  and 

-m-  -m-      -m^  -m-    -m-    -m- 


Piz:?*: 

ill,    Scattered 


T" 


■^ 


:^: 


on 

■1=: 


the 


lev  -  el 


:t: 


S  O  W  I  N  a .    Contimied. 
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low  -  land,  Cast      up  -  on       the    wind  -  y 


:g=:i^: 


■^' 


I^E: 


-m—A—W- 


:N; 


4*- 


hill;  Seeds  that  sink      in      rich,  brown  fur  -  rows,   Soft    with 


:p2: 


:r— 4 


%^^ 


Seeds  that  fall  amid  the  stillness 

Of  the  lonely  mountain  glen; 
Seeds  cast  out  in  crowded  places, 

Trodden  under  foot  of  men; 
Seeds  by  idle  hearts  forgotten, 

Fhing  at  random  on  the  air; 
Seeds  by  faithful  souls  remembered, 

Sown  in  tears  and  love  and  prayer. 

Seeds  that  lie  i;nchanged,  unquickencd. 

Lifeless  on  the  teeming  mould; 
Seeds  that  live,  and  grow,  and  flourish 

When  the  sower's  hand  is  cold: 
By  a  whisper  sow  we  blessings, 

By  a  breath  we  scatter  strife; 
In  our  words  and  looks  and  actions 

Lie  the  seeds  of  death  and  hfe. 


on    the      surface      Of    the      dry,      unyield  -  ing       plain. 

■— — m — *f — — — I — I 1 i 1* — 1 — ^ 

i^_a_^ ^      ^ — ^_3 


Thou  who  knowest  all  our  weakness, 

Leave  us  not  to  sow  alone ! 
Bid  thine  angels  guard  the  furrows 

Where  the  precious  grain  is  sown. 
Till  the  fields  are  crowned  with  glory, 

Filled  with  mellow,  ripened  ears, 
Filled  with  fruit  of  life  eternal 

From  the  seed  we  sowed  in  tears. 

Check  the  froward  thoughts  and  passions, 

Stay  the  hasty,  heedless  hands; 
Lest  the  germs  of  sin  and  sorrow 

Mar  our  fair  and  pleasant  lands. 
Father,  help  each  weak  endeavor, 

Make  each  faithful  efibrt  blest, 
Till  the  harvest  shall  be  garnered, 

And  we  enter  into  rest. 
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A    MAPPY    BAND    OF    CHILDREN. 


Music  by  E.  F.  P. 


==P!=^==1^^ 


--^ •* — jS-T^ 


:>==^^=^ 


:=??: 


—I " — \^ — 1^! — ^- 


=^=^: 


happy    band  of       children,    All      joyous,  blithe  and    free;     With     thankful    hearts   and 


-^ — ^ — ^ — m—.—m- 


/      t*      t^      i*"" 


prais  -  es, 


0     Lord,     we    come    to      Thee. 

:t2=t^=t2=t^=bU=2=i:hzz:: 


We     thank  Thee,  Lord,    for      blessings,        So 
:^        Iff:     Iff:     iff;     :ff:       ^      iff:     -ff: 


:^: 


:i^: 


-m — 


,^_._p^ ^_  I — 


Z^I 


rich     beyond        compare—       For       life,     for    health    and       raiment,      And     Thy 

iff:      -ff:      -ff"  -•-       -•- 

,       -• — '^ — =ff — *-n-^ — ^-ff— 1-^ — ff — «• — -"c-- .-1=' — m -^-- 


H-b^ ^ b^ ^— H-l^ — 


pro  -  tect  -  ing      care. 


:ffiiziff=ffz:Eztz:B 

^       ^       V 


But  most  of  all  we  thank  Thee, 
For  Thy  redeeming  grace; 

That  we  may  have  salvation. 
And  see  Thee  face  to  face. 


0  Lord,  do  Thou  watch  o'er  us. 
And  keep  us  day  by  day ; 

And  bless  Thy  church  and  kingdom, 
Thy  little  servants  pray. 


THE    MILLENNIAL    DAWN. 


15 


Music  by  Geo.  Careless. 


=}==1^r=t 


r=r- 


±i: 


%^ 


-^-. 


with  joy     sur  -  vey  The     glo 
Be  -  hold  the  way !  ye      heralds        cry;  Spare  not, 


-     ry 
but 


of         the 


lat  -  ter 


day: 


^E^^^ 


:^: 


:t=: 


lift 


:t=: 


I 
your 


:^ 


^^ 


:1=::^=^ 


voic  -  es      high; 


-JZL 


m 


q-=1: 


atiTsiii: 


:p: 


-^^ ^T^" 


EEE: 


Al  -  read      -      y      has         the  dawn 


be  -  gun,    Which  marks    at 


hand 


ing 


sun] 


:^i 


^Jti^zfe 


the  sound    from  pole 


to    pole —  Glad    tid  -  ings 


*P=H=H 


the 


cap  -  tive      soul. 


Behold  the  way  to  Zion's  hill, 
Where  Israel's  God  delights  to  dwell: 
He  fixes  there  His  lofty  throne, 
And  calls  the  sacred  place  His  own. 

The  north  gives  up — the  south  no  more 
Keeps  back  her  consecrated  store: 


From  east  to  west  the  message  runs, 
And  either  India  yields  her  sons. 

Auspicious  dawn !  thy  rising  ray 
With  joy  we  view,  and  hail  the  day; 
Great  Sun  of  Righteousness!  arise. 
And  fill  the  world  with  glad  surprise. 
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A  K  T  I  O  I  £>  A  T I O  N . 


Words  by  Jas.  H.  Wallis. 


Tone:  "Ascription.*' 


Come  ye     childreD 
When  all   men  from 

-:-!>-4-t — t — i— — ; — 


J- 


:4 


:^- 


of    the  Lord,       Let    us    sing  with 
sin    will  cease.     And  will  live    in 


l=l==J=:: 


:*z= 


;gz:B-*ii=*= 


:=|— qn 


^_D 1 1-4 


accord;         Let    us   raise    a 
and  peace 


joy  -  ful  strain, 


Oh  1  how  joyful  it  will  be, 
"When  our  Savior  we  shall  see; 
When  in  splendor  He'll  descend; 
Then  all  wickedness  will  end. 
Oh  !    what  songs  we  then  will  sing 
To  our  Savior,  Lord  and  King  ; 
Oh  !    what  love  will  then  bear  sway, 
When  our  fears  shall  flee  away. 

Al!  arrayed  in  sjjotless  white, 

We  will  dwell  'mid  truth  and  light; 

We  will  sing  the  songs  of  praise, 

We  will  shout  in  joyous  lai's. 

Earth  shall  then  be  cleansed  from  sin; 

Every  living  thing  therein 

Shall  in  love  and  beauty  dwell; 

Xhen  with  joy  each  heart  will  swelL 


Satan,  who  now  prowls  around, 
By  the  priesthood  shall  be  bound, 
And  into  a  pit  be  cast, 
Till  the  thousand  years  are  past. 
Children  then  will  live  to  be 
To  the  great  age  of  a  tree  ; 
Saviors  on  Mount  Zion  stand  ; 
Truth  exist  in  all  the  land. 

Then,  O  let  us  sweetly  raise 
All  our  voices  in  God's  praise; 
While  we  dwell  on  earth  below 
Strive  our  Maker's  love  to  show. 
Never  acts  of  evil  do, 
But  all  wickedness  eschew;. 
Then  when  we  shall  pass  away, 
We  will  wake  to  endleu  Af^t 


GOOD    NIGHT, 
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Andante. 


Moderato  con  moto. 


:=t 


•--«»- 


z4: 


By  E.  Stephens. 


^p*piiii^i^^^|pi=ii^ 


Goodmght,goodnightgoodnight.  Good  night,kindfriends,thehourislate,'Tis  time  for  us    to        part 
urouuxig    ,g      ^^^^    ^_^  Goodoight,kmdfriends,iijayslumbersweetBrmgdreamsofpuredelight, 


0, 

CJn- 


good  night, 


^^Ss 


=1: 


■*— «- 


may  the  strains  we  gai-ly  sing  Give  joy  to    ev'  -  ry     heart 


til    a  -  gain  in     joy  we  meet,  We  wish  you  all  good  night. 


Trala     la     trala  la 


tra  la     la      la    la  la    tra  la 


^_^- 


-^-(« 


Ift      I^lf.    .«? 


.^^^^^■^ 


;tez:  :tain:tei^=S»=^::^=^ 


■^.-^^.'-^- 


-^f^ 


V^ 


good  night. 


la  la  la  la  la  la  la 


la     tra  la    la  tra  la  la  la  la  la    tra  la    la      tra  la  la     tra  la     la    la  la  la     tra  la    la     tra  la       la    la     la. 

1^  N    »    i>    ^ 

r  -m-  -m-    -»-m-    mi-^nd  «i 


'"S^-^^ 


?  ? 


t^ts 


v? 


-^-^- 


i»r-^ 


r-^ 


1^  „ 


la  la  la  la  la  la 


Repeat  pp 
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A    HYMN    OF    PRAISE 


Words  by  E.  Stephens. 


Music  by  Alfred  Peterson. 


1  I'll  strive  while  young  to      tune  my    voice,    To      songs  of   praise  and 

2  He  gives  His    children      here    be   -   low    A        thousand    blessings 


love, 
rare, 


The    theme,  of 
Each      passing 


which    I'll 
day      and 


:1==1: 


zit=*=*-d=:i*=di:d==:] 


Ji:t=:]=zEi^i5z:*=:fri=i3=*z=3=3 

M — I — ^rs — I — m 1 _ « 1 1 


m — «?- 


m 1 — ^-•l m — ) — ^ ^— H — ?-zi — — a|- 

_  :3iz*=fji3i:*z=rt-d=i=z-siz±=^=J=g: 

make    a    choice,  Shall  be    my      God      a     -     hove, 
hour  doth  show  His      lov  -  ing,     ten  -  der  care. 


^^'^-- 


t:^z^ 


:t===1 


bz±i3=Ji=d 


is;^: 


-^ 


Ee  loves  each  little,  harmless  child, 
The  poor  and  lowly  heart; 

And  e'en  the  soul  with  sin  defiled, 
Repenting  hath  a  part. 

0,  Father,  good  and  full  of  grace, 
Tune  Thou  my  heart  and  voice, 

That  I  may  ever  chant  Thy  praise, 
And  in  Thy  love  rejoice. 


SONG     OF    PRAISE. 


Words  and  Music  by  E.  Stephens. 


EBE^=^^E^r3^3§5^3=a 


Father,  Thy  children    to    Thee  now  raise  Glad,  grateful  songs  for  Thy  love  and  grace — For  Thy  protect  -  ing  and 


eE 
'±±1 


-t- 


~\- 


-^- 


:t==r^: 


-(•-  -0-. 


'-m-m^ 


SONG    OF    PRAISE.    Contmued. 
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::^ 


:^=«: 


its: 


5=^=i=^=d= 


aez^ 


:J=^ 


:^ 


41 


■m—m—0t- 


J=i=:i 


watchful  care    Over  Thy  Saints  dwelling  far  and  near;  Grateful  to  Thee  for  the    gospel    light,  Which  with  its  truth  fills  us 


_^_^__,_^. 


-m—m—m^-f-'-'^—m- 


0t—m^m—m- 


»-r--i — --" — <»T-™— ^ 1— ;-toH-* — » — I • — ta — ha — I P— *  --  -^- 


U  kj 


^lit:--!. 


t=:,^ 


-w-y- 


^=d^ 


u^- 


- — •! — 0— ai — ^^ sH — I- 1 ^ m *- — ^ • \ »~H— d- 

— 0) — « ^f — g_3_^ g gl 1_^ ^-S ^ •■^ — «_J_^. 


S:3E 


■with  de  -  light;    Glad  that  we've  chosen    the     bet-ter    part,     Songs  of    de- light    fill    each    grateful  heart. 


Thankful  to  Thee  that  a  pilgrim  band 
Brought  us  to  dwell  in  this  favored  land; 
Led  o'er  the  deserts  and  plains  by  Thee, 
Here  to  a  land  of  true  liberty. 
Thankful  to  Thee  for  the  mountains  high, 
The  fresh' ning  breeze  and  the  clear,  blue  sky; 
And  for  the  fields  covered  o'er  with  corn, 
Which  now  our  mountain  vales  adorn. 


0  may  our  songs  to  Thy  courts  ascend, 
Pleasing  to  Thee  may  our  voices  blend: 
Lead  us  as  Thou  hast  the  faithful  led, 
Feed  us  with  knowledge  and  daily  bread; 
Let  us  not  stray  from  the  paths  of  truth — 
Forgive  us  the  folly  and  faults  of  youth. 
Father  accept  Thou  the  songs  of  praise 
Which  from  our  hearts  unto  Thee  we  raise. 


30 


THE    SABBATH    DAY. 


Words  by  W.  W.  Phelps. 
Andante,     p 

-A- 


Music  by  T,  C.  Griggs. 


S:33=e43: 


:id=c=24 


zwtiz^. 


:=]: 


Grent  -  ly     raise  the      sac    -    red    strain,  For    the    Sabbath's      come 


=1: 


a  -  gain,  That    man        may 


rb=— zi=q' 


^fe: 


^!±zfe: 


=^=: 


rest 


,  J 


^^ 


=1=— q=7-_n- 


hat 


:te=)*=L=t= 


r-r- 


man 


:=1 
may 


rest,     And 


:=1: 


:=^=: 


re  -  turn 


his      thanks 


to 


i 


od 


1== 1 1  ^p_H=t= — — q-t=- 


For     H  is 


fc^ 


£5^ 


:=]' 
:*li-,* 


bles 


-5*: 


sings 


:t=: 


i^^P*: 


to 

J 


the 


blest,  For         His  lies -sings 


to 


the 


blest 


=t= 


:=^: 


=i[=; 


m 


r- 


Holy  day,  devoid  of  strife — 
Let  us  seek  eternal  life. 

That  great  reward ; 
And  partake  the  sacrament 
In  remembrance  of  our  Lord. 

Sweetly  swells  the  solemn  sound,] 
While  we  bring  our  gifts  around — 


Of  broken  hearts. 
As  a  willing  sacrifice, 
Showing  what  His  grace  imparts. 

Softly  sing  the  joyful  lay, 

For  the  Saints  to  fast  and  pray, 

As  God  ordains, 
For  His  goodness  and  His  love, 
While  the  Sabbath  day  remains. 


ZION    PROSPERS!    ALL   IS    WELL. 
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Words  by  E.  R.  Snow. 
AUegretta  eoi  moto. 


Music  by  E.  Stephens 


-TT— r^-- N— ^ 1 5-^n 1 — ^^-^^-r-^ \ ^ n-^-i — f^—^^-^ \ ^-^1 T— J  "J"?— ^ 

:=:Sip=ii3:jii=iii=p=f=±p*i-rtr^»£i=Siizr*Tz*Jt5di«ui 


f   \  \  \^>      \  I  .       I  '     K     ^- 

0      awake    mj' slumb' ring  minstrel — Let  my  heart  forget     its     spell;  Say,   0     say  m    sweetest    accents,  Zii  -  on 


S 


:N=ta: 


r-i — ^tg=^. 


:i— S=i: 


-n- 


pros-pers!  All 


is 


=1: 


^ 


S»: 


1=]7==1Z 


^^5- 


well. 


_^^A _f 


F 


^ 


Zi  -  on      pros-persl  Zi  -  on    pros  -  pers!    Zl  -  on 


lers!  All    is  well. 


-i«  — I— I 1 — 


J^    .mtk^. 


s  n 


^=ii 


'~-^^- 


pro^  pers!  All    is 


Strike  a  chord  unknown  to  sadness, 
Strike,  and  let  its  numbers  tell, 

In  celestial  tones  of  gladness, 
Zion  prospers !     All  is  well. 

Zion's  welfare  is  my  portion, 
And  I  feel  my  bosom  swell 

With  a  warm,  divine  emotion 
When  she  prospers:  all  is  well 


Zion,  lo  !  thy  day  is  dawning. 

Through  the  darkness  shadows  swell; 
Faith  and  hope  prelude  the  morning — 

Thou  art  prospering:  all  is  well. 

Thy  swift  messengers  are  treading 
Thy  high  courts  where  princes  dwell; 

And  thy  glorious  light  is  spreading — 
Zion  prospers:  all  is  well. 
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AROUND    THE    TlIIlONE    OF    O  O  D . 


zr 


^ 


:i!=«|: 


-«^-«— H-» — « 


?S 


f^ 


A -round    the  throne  of      God    in  heaven  ten     thousand  children      stand — "I      o-     • 

band.    ;      ^'"SiD^ 


.S=S^: 


Cbil  -  dren  whose  sins     are      all      forgiv'n 


A 


tt^ 


-<a0 — — »- 


ho  -  ly,      happy 

^     -im     ^      > 


:p: 


glo  -  ry,       glo  -  ry. 


J'=-J=^ 


^"sg-«>-— - 


-rt 


|__|_  :z=s P-l-j: 


:^E^ 


==1=^-1- 


^__Pl    J 1 


Glory,  honor,  praise  and  power,     Be     un  -  to     the  Lamb  for  -  ev-er;  Praise  Ilim, praise  him,praise  3'e   the    Lord 


W-4I-I ^-| tp^-l — nrirp: 


~-i —  ^-  -i^ — .#^ 


-to-: 


■Xr- 


1     I     H 


What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 

Where  all  is  peace  and  joy  and  love? 
How  came  those  children  there? 


Because  the  Savior  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  our  sin; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 

Behold  them  white  and  clean. 


On  earth  they  sought  the  Savior's  grace- 
On  earth  they  loved  His  name  ; 

And  now  they  see  His  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 


LOVINO    ONE    ANOTHER. 


Words  by  Lula. 
Moderato. 


•—•=4=3=:=.^*-=.^==^=:  =«=iS_^^ 


Music  by  E.  Stephens. 

1^    '    ._^-. 


::^!=i^: 


-ti m- 


---=x- 


While  passing  through  t'.iis    earth  -  ly     life,  How  can     we    best    a  -  void   the  strife,  And    find    the     richest 


— 1^—1^1 i^ — ^ ' 


:h^ 


-m — m — (• 


cn 


LOVING-    ONE    ANOTHER.    Continued. 
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^!— , 1— ^ ^ 1 \^-, 1 1- 


treasures?    And      find      the    rich  -  est        treasures?    How    can        vre  bii'sH    the      thorns      a   -   way.     Yet 

^  ^  ^   -J-   J^  j-.ii-  J*     J      _^ 


:dz=:d^ 


::=^ 


—m — ^ 1 — *! — 

-* — S — iji— •— 

fresh  and    gay,  With 


^ 


I* — ^- 


=iv: 


-S 


^.^•1^ — .* — I—!*— ft 


all  their  sweets  and 


=3-to=!r?zz:aiz= 
=d-l w^— 1=1= 


pleasures?  With 


I       ^ 
all  their  swe^'  s  and 


-i — 


Mm 


pleasures? 

I    > 


:t: 


=i=d=ai=t==l 


By  firm  resolve  of  heart  and  mind 
To  be  obedient  and  kind 

To  father  and  to  mother, 
By  gaining  wisdom  in  our  youth, 
And  clinging  always  to  the  truth, 

And  loving  one  another. 

How  shall  we  prove  that  we  are  right 
While  in  deceiving  some  delight, 

And  seek  to  bring  us  trouble? 
How  tell  to  all  the  world  we  know 
That  God's  own  work  will  live  and  grow, 

Though  evil  forces  double? 


We  must  not  flinch,  we  must  not  boast, 
But  of  our  chances  make  the  most — 

All  foolish  pride  we'll  smother; 
And  truth  will  triumph  in  the  test, 
And  we  shall  prove  our  way  the  best 

By  loving  one  another. 

And  when  we've  passed  the  narrow  way 
Into  the  bright,  eternal  day, 

Each  sister  and  each  brother 
May  tell  how  valiantly  we  stood, 
And  gained  our  place  among  the  good, 

By  loving  one  another. 
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A    PRECIOUS   JEWEL. 


Words  by  E.  R  Snow. 


Music  by  Ella  Barker,  Nine  Years  Old. 


^m 


-j- 


lEE^ 


:=1^ 


— p i--j — I 


one    that's    not     too 


oost     -     ly 


For 


— ,^— h — I — i^-j — I — I 


ev   -  ry 


to 


wear. 


ifit 


^ 


Uf  all  I  he  golden  treasures 

Wliich  kings  and  princes  boast, 

This  single  lovely  jewel 
Is  worth  by  far  the  most. 


Inwiird,  as  well  as  outward, 
This  jewel  must  be  hung; 

And  when  the  lips  are  open. 
Should  ornament  the  tongue. 


BEAUTIFUL    ZION. 


:=M 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful 


m 


I 

Zi     - 


m: 


:=1: 


Its  name — can  no  one  guess  it — 
This  prize  for  age  and  youth? 

I'll  tell  you:  can  you  speak  it? 
It  is  not  hard — 'tis  Truth. 


Musio  BY  J.  G.  F. 


on,     built    a  -  bove. 


3au  -  ti  -  ful 

iz=*=toz:q-, 


cit 


that      I      love; 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful 


:t:=t= 


i^l 


BEAUTIFUL    ZION 


Continued. 


=I=q=— -J 


pens    those    pearl 


gates 


to 


r- 

me. 


Zi 


d=I=:: 


:p: 


on, 


Zi  -  on, 


:t: 


" «|— H— S «-  P— -f— *!•; — d^ — al — ^- 


our 


God. 


y        of 


Beautiful  heaven,  where  all  is  light; 
Beautiful  angels,  clothed  in  white; 
Beautiful  strains  that  never  tire; 
Beautiful  harps  thro'  all  the  choir. 
There  shall  I  join  the  chorus  sweet, 
Worshiping  at  the  Savior's  feet. 

Zion,  Zion,  lovely  Zion, 
Beautiful  Zion,  city  of  our  God. 


Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow, 
Beautiful  palms  the  conq'rors  show; 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransom' d  wear. 
Beautiful  all  who  enter  there: 
Thither  I  press  with  eager  feet — 
There  shall  my  rest  be  long  and  sweet, 

Zion,  Zion,  lovely  Zion. 
Beautiful  Zion,  city  of  our  God. 
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HOPE    OF    ISRAEL 


Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 


Music  by  William  Clatson. 


d=^ 


:Sitz:if: 


:5:=it 


4^ 


:^ 


:^ f^— l: 

-in-. — « — «- 


Hope  of     Israel, 


£: 


Zi    -    on' 


3      ar  -  my, 


Children  of     the 


:^z=S=^ 


promised  day, 


See,  the   chieftain 

-r"  1^  -r  -r 


:4z: 
l4= 


:tiiT^N=!B=^: 


t=|E 


=^ 


3i=t»: 


CHORUS.         Spirifoso. 


@ 


truth  and  right; 


:& 


i^: 


Sound 


the    war  -  cry — "Watch  and  pray" — Vanquish       ev'  -  ry 
:g:— -g-— -gi-,--r     T     -g-    .  T"    T 


foe    to  - 


>^^ W- 


See  the  foe  in  countless  numbers, 
Marshalled  in  the  ranks  of  sin  ; 

Hope  of  Israel,  on  to  battle, 
Now  the  vict'ry  we  must  win  ! 

Strike  for  Zion,  down  with  error. 
Flash  the  sword  above  the  foe ; 


E 


:=*i 


r   f-   -^  -— ,— X 


day. 


4=^ 


Every  stroke  disarms  a  foeman, 
Ev'ry  step  we  conquering  go. 

Soon  the  battle  will  be  over, 
Ev'ry  foe  of  truth  be  down : 

Onward,  onward  youth  of  Zion, 
Thy  reward,  the  victor's  crown. 


WANTED]  ON    THE    OTHER    SIDE. 


Ji7 


Words  by  C.  W.  Statner. 


Mdsic'by  Jno.  S. 'Lewis. 


:;\tz2 


^^=^h± 


^^4=: 


£g^l3=g 


2i: 


-.^z 


--^ 


-jzL 


leave  us,      Pass  to 


:ci=c± 


-g^zSi 


Oft,  when    loved  ones,  called    to 


-^-^ 


P 


:S=rgzqr^ 


:p: 


--t=-Nt 


shin  -  vag,    scenes 

I 

-^2 ^_^_c^- 


be 


yond, 


G>- 


^- 


-7^- 


::t 


Questions, 


-s:^^ 


-^: 


-2=^- 


^f^ 


:^: 


-ci^zr^ 


=s; 


why    they         thus        be    -    reave    us,  Plunge  us        in    -    to      dark 


--fe 


rf: 


:^==t=: 


T-^ 


de 

-X 


P 


~2^ 

spond. 


1 


But  with  words  most  true  and  tender 
Some  one  whispers  at  our  side, 

"Service  he  has  gone  to  render. 
Wanted  on  the  other  side ! ' ' 

Wanted?  Yes,  to  preach  salvation ! 

Visit  friends  long  passed  away, 
Father,  mother,  dear  relation, 

Longer  here  he  could  not  stay ! 

They  were  waiting  there  to  see  him. 
He  with  us  could  not  abide. 


Rests  his  clay  in  mausoleum, 
Spirit  on  "the  other  side." 

While  we  mourn,  their  welcomes  greet  him, 

Hail  to  one  so  nobly  born  ! 
With  what  joy  they  flock  to  meet  him. 

Him  for  whom  we  mortals  mourn  ! 

Cease  your  sobs  !  Oh,  cease  your  weeping. 

In  your  Savior  now  confide. 
He  is  in  the  Lord's  safe  keeping. 

Wanted  on  the  other  side! 


S8 


ai^ORIOUS    THINGS    OF    THEE    ARE    SPOKEN.* 


Musio  BY  J.  S.  Hanset. 


^ 


Glorious    things     of 


It: 


-^- 


thee       are         spoken, 


Zi 


on, 


cit   -   y 


— ij. • — Ji=:p: 

On      the      rock    of  aa 


— SJ=i=^: 


--=1: 


I 
es 


:=]=3==1: 


:S="i: 


of       our 


God  I 


:Jf=^ 


— S^=^^^^E*^i^^: 


founded,  What  can  shake    thy 

— i^ ^ i I 


sure    re   -    pose? 


I 


:?2: 


:fc«_-=.,=:r. 


:t^E-' 


^i^^- 


^llE 


?il 


:=1: 


q=i= 


He,      whose  word    can 

2:Mz=rd zT^-A J^- 

^jS,^m-       mi :d— al  — • «— -+- 


not 


be 


brok  -  en, 

-i- 


Chose  thee 


Mzzz^z 


for       His 


own 


a  -  bode. 


Pi^l 


With    sal    -    va  -  tion's 


wall     sur  -  round  -  ed,        Thou  may'st  smile      on 


all      thy     foes. 


:t: 


:t: 


=1: 


zEd=, r-=zg^=ii= 


See !  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  celestial  love. 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  drought  remove. 

Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t' assuage? 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord  the  giver, 
Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 
-Awarded  2nd  Prize  ia  Class  E,  by  the  Deseret  Sunday  School  Union. 


Round  each  habitation  hovering, 
See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear. 

For  a  glory  and  a  covering. 
Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near! 

Fading  are  all  worldly  treasures, 
With  their  boasted  pomp  and  show; 

Heavenly  joys  and  lasting   pleasures. 
None  but  Zion's  children  know. 
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THE    COMINa    DAY 
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Words  by  J.  H.  Ward. 


Music  by  E.  Beesley, 


^i=a=^: 


feg^ 


:=i=q 


:?2 


=tq 


f 


^fe=3: 


Let    Saints    re 


joice, 

I 


the 


-4-y- 


f=^ 


nisrbt 


past,    The     gos    -    pel      day     has    dawned 


'W^ 


ip^i^; 


-t--*h 


1^ 


P 


S^i 


Soon    shall      the      sun 


pS^ 


righteous  -  ness 


With    heal   -   ing 

-s-    -•-'^J^ 

— * »— P-i* 


wings 


the 


na  -  tions  bless. 

^     ^      ^ 


CHORUS. 


Hail  to  the  coming  morning,  And  a     future  calm  and  bright!  Hail  to  the  ro-sy  dawning  Of  the  gospel's  glorious  lightl 


-^— ^— ^— * 


-^--y— :^— *— ba— ^^^— ^ 


r-^- 


:t2=^: 


-t2=t^ 


Let  all  obey  the  Lord's  command 
To  spread  the  truth  in  every  land, 
Till  all  who  dwell  in  error's  night 
Shall  learn  of  Him  and  dwell  in  light. 


Redeemed  to  God  each  land  shall  be, 
And  every  island  of  the  sea, 
All  nations  learn  to  know  the  Lord 
And  live  obedient  to  His  word. 


0  speed  the  years  and  bring  that  day 
When  sorrow  shall  be  done  away  : 
When  in  the  Savior's  peaceful  reign 
Earth  shall  her  long  lost  Eden  gain. 


HO 


LITTLE    CHILDREN,    LOVE    THE    SAVIOR. 


Words  bt  E.  B.  Wells. 


Music  by  A.  Preston. 


P^ 


i^^^^^^^ 


t=miz 


:}=t: 


i 


^3E 


sz 


W 


i 


Lit  -  tie  children,  love  the  Savior,     Learn  to    do    His       ho-ly    will;      Lie    is  whisp'ring     to   you   ev  -  er, 


3 


~a> — *~ 


3^=: 


MZUiZZ* 


^ 


^^S:^^^: 


^ 


=1: 


S—.m: 


--=]- 


--^- 


Sacred      duties  to       ful  -fill.         Je  -  sus    said,   Love      one      an  -  oth  -  er,         And    for  -  give    each 

=1=: 


:e^E 


:tz=::=t= 


z^-: 


^mm 


^- 


s 


zz: 


z^i 


oth  -  er, 


r 

too, 


CW: 


lizzig: 


^- 


:^ — -^- — ^. — .^- 


4^==^ 


Then,  as      sis  -  tev, 


-   ^ 

as      brother,       Let      us      wisdom's      course    pur  -  sue. 


~-?=^ 


-M:. 


"-I      ^  -  — I— ^— • m ^ « — I — 


2:i: 


Meek  and  humble  like  the  Master, 

To  the  Father  we  will  pray, 
That  our  footsteps  may  not  falter 

In  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 
We  are  learning  to  be  useful, 

In  life's  lessons  day  by  day; 
Honest,  upright,  gentle,  truthful, 

Trsading  wisdom's  pleasant  way. 


Honor  father,  honor  mother; 

These  are  precepts  Jesus  taught; 
And  with  kindness  to  each  other, 

May  our  actions  all  be  fraught 
We  must  seek  for  heav'nly  favor, 

In  the  path  our  Savior  trod; 
Bravely  wrestle  with  endeavor, 

Holding  fast  the  "iron  rod." 


ZION    S'TJ?A!N:1)S    WliTH    HILLS    SURROUNDED.* 
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-^^ 


Music  by  A.  C.  Smyth. 


':^-. 


r^- 


a^ 


i^^p: 


-^ — ^- 


4-4- 


g^Egpzjjl^^ 


fS 


.      .  .  -     .      .  -   .  .  ^=*-np^ 

Zi  -  on  stands  with  hills  surrounded —    Zi  -  on    kept  by    power  di  -  vine;      All  her    foes  shall  be     confounded, 


^=e 


e^^ 


2^=:*: 


=1=t 


t=t- 


:?2=p: 


2^: 


§ 


t==^t: 


=^=:i 


Though  the  world  in     arms  combine.       Hap-py    Zi-on,      Hap-py    Zi-on,     What  a     fa  -  vored  lot    is    thine  I 


:&=^ 


£ 


1=^=M. 


tn 


:^: 


i^zipq- 


-?^H^: 


:t- 


:!=: 


:^ 


t^ 


tJ—^1 


=^ 


Every  human  tie  may  perish, 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove, 
Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish, 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove ; 
But  no  changes 

Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 

-Awarded  3rd  Prize  in  Class  £,  by  the  Deseret  Sunday  School  UnloB. 


In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 
Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 

But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee, 
Thou  art  precious  in  His  sight; 

God  is  with  thee — 
Thou  shalt  triumph  in  His  might 


Sa  WE'LL   SINa   ALL    HAIL  TO  JESUS'  NAME. 

Words  by  K  Alldridge.  Music  by  Jos.  Cossleit. 

Moderato. 


=qriil=i1: 


We'll 

-m- 


sing      all  hail     to 

-^-  ^m-  -m-         -(^- 


:=1: 


:^i 


:^ 


Je 


name;    Hon  -  or  and 


I 1— IS r^ 1 1 n 


■^  -^ 


praise    we 

^         Iff: 


l=t: 


ililili^^El 


5=: 


q-p=p: 


:=r-=t= 


:=:z:^z=:zr|»: 


give       To 


^^iii3i^^^i 


=:q: 


-*— d — I- 


:=1: 


:^i: 


Him       who 


bled        on 


Cal 


vary  s 


hill, 


^=t=: 


.^zz:: 


He  passed  the  portals  of  the  grave, 

Salvation  was  His  song  ! 
He  called  upon  the  sin-bound  soul 

To  join  the  heavenly  throng. 

He  seized  the  keys  of  death  and  hell. 

And  bruised  the  serpent's  head  ; 
He  bid  the  prison  doors  unfold, 

The  grave  vield  up  her  dead. 

The  bread  and  wine  do  represent 
His  sacrifice  for  sin; 


And 


I — 1-^=: 


'-W—W- 


died      that 


we   might    live. 


:ffip--^=t= 


Ye  Saints,  partake,  and  testify 
Ye  do  remember  Him. 

The  sacrament  the  soul  inspires, 
And  calms  the  human  breast; 

Points  to  the  time  when  faithful  Saints 
Shall  enter  into  rest. 

Then  hail,  all  hail,  to  such  a  Prince, 
Who  saves  us  by  His  blood  ! 

He's  marked  the  way,  and  bids  us  tread 
The  path  that  leads  to  Grod. 


THE    CLASSMATES'    MARCH    SONO. 
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Moderafo, 


Words  and  Music  by  H.  Gr.  Whitney. 


-A 


4- 


^ 


3 


J-P-J^ii^: 


4: 


:t^i=t2=t?: 


k^^ 


3^ 


fc5^^=^=^ 


'I't- 


^^=±5^ 


-K^^'K" 


S 


i 


-P-. 


EE^; 


>     ^  I      r       >     >     |>     >     &     ?    i^^if 

1.  Hark,  hark,   hark   to    the  classmates' song!  List,  list,        listen       to    the      class    -    mates'     song! 

2.  Shout,  shout,  shout  till    the    echoes     ring; Shout, shout,  shout    forth  the      song         we  sing! 


A 


mf 

rit.                                                      din 

-  ^-.-.fe             ..  , ^ — ^  ■>- 

I. 

gi:^    1       ^      ^      ^     ^     ^—1"^ 

Strong  in    the  fight    for  truth;     Full 
Firm    in    the  ranks  we  stand,      U  - 

J  ^  -,?  _h  ,^  _h     J. 

in    the  hope  of    youth,    Now  joyous     strains     we    pro 
nit  -  ed   heart  and  hand,    Sweet  notes  of    love         and 

^   ^   ^  ^     — ^   ^ — ii>j — 

— 1 J — 

5— CJ " 

-  long, 
joy    we  bring. 

■^^^-^-'  n 
1 ^^=^11 

^D        Ratlier  slow. 

Hoping,  trusting,  striving,    battling   on,  Resting  not    nn-til   our  work     is  done;         Looking  upward,marching, 

Striving  for  the    side    of     truth  a -lone,  Living  for  the  righteous  cause  we  own;         Surely  treading  onward, 


)pe  on,     trust         on,         strive  on,  battle  on, Rest  not     till         oiir      work,our  workisdone;Lookup,  look      on, 
rive  on       for  the  side    of  truth  alone, Live  on     for         the     cause.the  cause  we  own:  Sure! v     tread  -  iner. 


=fe^-q=|: 


l^~<^- 


i-^ 


strive  on,  battle  on, Rest  not     till         oiir      work,our  workisdone;Lookup,  look      on, 
side    of  truth  alone, Live  on    for         the    ca,use,the  cause  we  own;  Surely    tread  -  ing, 

-m — ^ — m-^  ff  ■  f—m — m ^ ,-(•— ^ — ^^  p- 


=6=feS^ 


•  y V     ^»^ 


ff-r — -r: 


^:ni--^i^P=^^= 
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THE    CI^ASSMATES'   MARCH    SONO.    Continued. 


cres.  f 

pressing  forward    till      the  fight  is    lost  or  won. 
firm   advancing     till      our  la  -  bor  here  is  done. 


-^ 


d^=j^ 


p 

Hold  the  faith,  keep  the  truth,This  our  song  shall  be;  Strong  and 
Hold  the  faith,  etc. 


IV:*: 


press  on, march  on    Till  the    fight  is 

firm   ad  vane  -  ing    Till  our     la     -      bor 


S±x=^_. 


'-^^f^ 


:5:^-±bl^ 


1^ 


lost  or  won. 
here  is  done. 


i^   ^ 


-n-i  1  i  1- 
I— p — ^ 


Hope   on !    this  our      song,  our    song  shall  be; 
Hope   on,  etc. 


S 


-q    i    ii 


^    ^    ^ 


^    >• 


V— ii»^ 


-g^t^-Wr^- 


Whoe'er  assail,  right  will  prevail.  This  our  theme,  our  constant  soug  shall  be. 


brave,  firm  and  true,  scorn  to  flinch  or  flee; 


^ 


Trust    on, scorn  to      flinch, to    flinchor  flee  Whoe'er  assail,right  will  prevail.  This  our      theme,      our 

^ « ^_^ rl*— ^ f^^^-i—m—m—m-m '"^ — ^r ^ — i 

.    r-.     .,-».,  ,      -^z=:g^^:P=:^a?z:^z^ 


song  shall    be. 


:t232: 


THE    SACRAMENT. 


WOKDS  BY  LULA. 
Moderato. 


Music  by  John  Detton. 


j^=d: 


i^EE^^^^^^^ 


El^:E^^E5i3=3EE? 


:!?=f 


-i — r 


Lit  -  tie    ones,  the  Sav  -  ior  loves  you;  For  He  died  that  you  might  live:  Would  you  feel  that  He    approves  you? 


'-M 


?=^ 


^ 


Fl^^^ 
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THE    SACRAMENT.    Continued. 
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t 


:=4: 


:=1: 


:i=^= 


-^- 


-q=i4: 


:S=3: 


i 


Heed  the  words  His      servants      give.     Come    to        Sabbath       school  each      Sunday,     Come    with    wise    and 


-m    -m    -m 

:p==t:=t=t=: 


.t==t: 


-N m w- 


-^— n 


:t=:=:U: 


:t: 


:t=t=d=t=:^t 


-I* 
:t=: 


J: 


:[=:=N: 


-(• « 


:t= 


1^11 


-*— »- 


::5!=»P 


i^ziziS: 


:^: 


:*i= 


a 


And     re  -  mem  -  ber       'tis     the     one      day    Saints    may    take    the        sac    -    ra  -  ment. 


:t=: 


:N=fflK: 


It: 


If  you've  hurt  a  Uttle  brother, 

Or  to  sister  been  unkind, 
Cross' d  your  father  or  your  mother, 

FaiHng  their  good  words  to  mind — 
If  you  feel  yourself  oifended, 

Rest  not  with  a  wrong,  content : 
All  such  things  should  be  amended, 

Ere  you  take  the  sacrament. 

While  you  eat  and  drink,  'tis  fitness 
In  your  little  hearts  to  pray ; 

For  this  token  is  a  witness 
That  you  will  the  Lord  obey; 
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Pray  to  Him,  and  He  will  hear  you, 
And  His  Spirit  will  be  lent, 

And  good  angels  will  be  near  you 
WhUe  you  take  the  sacrament. 

Little  children,  love  the  Savior  I 

For  He  died  that  you  might  live; 
Lay  aside  all  rude  behavior, 

And  He  will  your  fauls  forgive : 
Fear  no  harsh,  unkindly  sentence, 

Mercy  sweet  from  heav'n  is  sent; 
Come  with  faith  and  true  repentance, 

And  partake  the  sacrament. 
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NEARER,    MY    SAVIOR,    TO    THEE. 


Words  by  J,  L.  Towns,  nd. 
Andante^ 


Music  BY  William  Clayson. 
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Nearer,    dear     Sav  -  ior,    to        Thee, 
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Nearer,       near  ■ 


er     to       Thee;         Ev  -  er     I'm  striv  -  ing    to 
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Nearer,     yet    near  -  er     to      Thee !         Trusting,    in     Thee    I     con   -   fide, 


Hoping,     in 
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Nearer,    dear    Savior,  to    Thee! 
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Humbly  I  come  to  Thee  now, 
Earnest,  I  prayerfully  bow — 
Take,  0,  take  and  cherish  me, 
Nearer,  dear  Savior,  to  Thee ! 


wm 


2        Nearer,'dear  Savior,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  nearer  to  Thee; 
Proved  by  my  trials,  I'll  be 
Nearer,  yet  nearer  to  Thee ! 


NEARER,    MY    SAVIOR,    TO    THEE.    Continiaed. 
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Nearer,  dear  Savior,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  nearer  to  Thee; 
Ever  my  anthem  must  be, 
Nearer,  .yet  nearer  to  Thee ! 
Loving  Thee,  ever  I  pray, 
Aid  me  Thy  will  to  obey — 
Take,  0,  take  and  cherish  me. 
Nearer,  dear  Savior,  to  Thee ! 


Nearer,  dear  Savior,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  nearer  to  Thee; 
Let  me  by  holiness  be 
Nearer,  yet  nearer  to  Thee ! 
When  all  my  trials  are  done. 
When  my  reward  I  have  won. 
Take,  0,  take  and  cherish  me, 
Nearer,  dear  Savior,  to  Thee! 


THE    LORD'S    PRAYER. 


With  reverence. 
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Moderato.     Ores, 
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Music  by  K  S.  Horne. 
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Fa  -  ther,      our       Fa  -  ther,      our        Fa  -  ther  which    art        in        heav-en, 
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be  Thy 


^= 


:t:=^. 


— =1- 


;^=N: 


-^■—^- 


i^§f=5t 


:t= 


i 


?s=^ 


^^^^g 


om  come,  Thy 

■10-    -m-    -m- 


:i*=^: 


^ 


kingdom  come,  Thy 
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king  -  dom 


come. 
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will 
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THE    LORD'S    PKAYER.    Continued. 
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done  in    earth,   in     earth,  Thy      will  be         done     in      earth  as    it      is    in    heaven.        Grive     us      this 
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And  for   -   give   us    our     debts,     and  for  -  give     us      our 
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debts  as    we     for    -    give      our      debtors.     And    lead  us  not  in  -  to  temp  -  ta  -  tion,   but    de  -  liv  -  er     us  from 
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e-viL  for    Thine  is     the   kingdom,  and  the  power  and  the  glo  -  ry,     for     ev-er.     A  -  men,        a 
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PARTINO    HYMN. 
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Words  by  Geo.  Manwarinq. 


mf         Sing  we  now    at        part  -  ing,        One  more  stn 


Musio  BT  E.  Beeslet. 
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part  -  ing, 


One  more  strain  of         praise, 


To    our  Heav'nly         Father 

-0t 


=& 


■t=^^^z 


-*-P- 


4=: 


ZIC2 


nil' 


^- 


:^=iij: 


:^= 


Sweetest    songs  we'll    raise. 
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For     His     lov  -  ing        kind 
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For     His     ten  -  der 
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Let     our    songs  of 
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Rend    this     Sabbath 
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Praise  Him  for  His  mercy, 

Praise  Him  for  His  love, 
For  unnumbered  blessings 

Praise  the  Lord  above. 
Let  our  happy  voices 

Still  the  notes  prolong, 
One  alone  is  worthy 

Of  our  sweetest  song. 


Jesus,  our  Redeemer, 

Now  our  praises  hear. 
While  we  bow  before  Thee, 

Lend  a  listening  ear. 
Save  us,  Lord,  from  error, 

Watch  us  day  by  day. 
Help  us  now  to  serve  Thee 

In  a  pleasing  way. 
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LOVE    AT    HOME. 


There    is     beauty 


all    around,Wheathere'sloveathome;Thereis  joy  in    every  sound,  When  there's  love  at 


home,  Peace  and    plenty     here    a  -  bide,    Smiling  sweet  on 
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every    side,  Time  doth    softly 
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sweetly    glide, 
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When  there's  love  at  home.    Love  at    home,    love  at    home:  Time  doth  softly,  sweetly  glide,  When  there's  love  at  home. 
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In  the  cottage  there  is  joy, 

When  there's  love  at  home; 
Hate  and  envy  ne'er  annoy. 

When  there's  love  at  home. 
Koses  bloom  beneath  our  feet, 
All  the  earth's  a  garden  sweet. 
Making  life  a  bliss  complete. 
When  there's  love  at  home. 


Kindly  heaven  smiles  above, 
When  there's  love  at  home; 

All  the  world  is  filled  with  love. 
When  there's  love  at  home. 

Sweeter  sings  the  brooklet  by. 

Brighter  beams  the  azure  sky; 

0,  there's  one  who  smiles  on  high, 
When  there's  love  at  home. 


COME  HALLY  ROUND  THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 
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Words  by  Wm.  Willes. 
Come       ral 


ly        round 
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the 


Sun 


Music  by  J.  S.  Lewis. 

day  schooljWhere  peace    and     love      and 
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school,  Where  peace    and     love 
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safe    retreat. 


Come  ral  -  ly  round,  Come  ral  -  ly  round,  Come  rally  round  the  Sunday  school] 
Where  peace  and  love,  Where  peace  and  love, 
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Where  peace  and  love  and    order  rule. 


'Tis  here  a  flood  of  gospel  light 
Pours  its  bright  rays  upon  our  sight; 
We  joyful  mingle  with  the  throng, 
In  prayer,  and  praise,  and  sacred  song. 


'Tis  here  we  get  instruction  good, 
And  learn  to  act  as  children  should: 
We  learn  to  love  and  speak  the  truth. 
And  practice  it  in  daily  youth. 
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THE    BRIGHT    NEW    YEAR. 


Joyfully. 
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win  -  ter    comos  at     last;     Yet  she  brings  us    raa  -  ny 


pleasures,  Ma  -  ny    scenes  of     fes  -  tive  cheer; 
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Now  with  joy  our  hearts  are  glow  -  ing    While    we    hail   the  bright  new  year,  While  we 


hail 


the  bright  new  year 
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Sliding,  skating,  laughing,  shouting, 

Down  the  rugged  hill  we  go; 
Hark !  the  sleigh  bells  gaily  pealing 

O'er  the  white  and  downy  snow! 
Can  we  think  the  winter  dreary, 

When  such  merry  tones  we  bear? 
Now  the  cup  of  pleasure  sparkles, 

While  we  hail  the  bright  new  year. 


Though  the  forest  shades  are  silent. 

And  the  birds  have  flown  away. 
We  can  warble  sweetest  music, 

We  can  sing  as  light  as  they. 
Happy  season,  happy  greeting. 

Friends  and  kindred  far  and  near, 
Take  our  best  and  kindest  wishes, 

While  we  hail  the  bright  new  year. 


MY     OWN    HOME. 
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0       tell    me   not    of    ease    or    fame,  Or      all  that  Mammon'svot'ries  claim;  I  know  their  pal  -  try      worth; 


But    iet    me  hear  the  voice    of  home,     Whether     a      palace,     hut    or  dome:  There's  nau't  so  dear    on    earth 
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Talk  not  to  me  of  splendid  halls — 
Of  sumptuous  feasts,  where  folly  calls 

For  fashion's  ample  fee; 
But  talk  of  home's  most  frugal  treat. 
Where  love  and  pure  affection  meet 

In  plain  simplicity. 

Talk  not  of  princely  crowns  to  me, 
Or  proud,  imperial  dignity. 

Replete  with  slavish  care; 
But  talk  of  home's  unblazoned  things. 
Where  virtue  smiles  and  wisdom  sings 

Sweet  sonnets,  rich  and  fair, 


Home  !   charming  sound,  unknown,  to  fame, 
Has  more  kind  feelings  in  the  name 

Than  all  the  studied  lore 
That  stoic  brains  have  ever  thought. 
Or  stoic  genius  ever  taught 

To  all  the  world  before. 

But  yet,  the  home,  the  heavenly  pri?e, 
Which  far  beyond  this  scenery  lies, 

Is  the  rich  boon  I  crave; 
Though  here,  a  stranger  I  may  roam, 
My  heart  is  fixed — I  have  a  home, 

Secure,  beyond  the  grave. 
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Words  by  W.  W.  Phelps. 
Semplice  e  piano. 


THE    "MORMON"    MISSIONARY'S    FAREWELL. 

Music  by  A.  C.  Smyth. 
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MEWB 


^ 


:?=:i=q£Ez5-=F=f=3=^ 


:|=t: 


I 


:]«=l«=^ 


^    k 


i^i; 


We 


'-^ 


^EME£ 


.tt ^-^-^      ^  '  ^^  ^ ^ ^— **— T^ ^ ^- 


-^=1- 


-,*»^- 


S    S      ^ 


^^-=1^ 


==r^==i^^^ 


-»'-*-*i 


^-^ 4 T-' — '■ — I— — \— 1 — i — I 1 — I 1 1 H- 


cr-cnp-^-a-p-p-^-r 


c    cr-p-^  — 


"W^— tp^ 


J^==f^ 


:*— 5=^^: 


:=fi: 


=P- 


:?«=^: 


:z^: 


:=:1= 


1=2^^= 


go  to  preach  the      gos  -  pel    In 


g*-    -m-    -m-    -»-         ^^ 

ever  -  y      for  -  eign     land. 


i 


-*i-— '-a^— ^— ^— i-- 

Fare    -  well  our  wives  and 


::^=:^: 


3='5=5=tt^-: 


^    I 

•-*- 


f-t^ZZt-r 


:£^  -p — P — P=to: 


chil  -  dren,Who 


r-t 


i^ 


;==]■ 


-«^~*— #- 


^—^ — # 


,q— 


:=^ 


=f 


i-^-HV= 


-^-^-^- 


^:=i: 


|V=1- 


THE   "MORMON"    MISSIONARY'S    FAREWELL.    Continued. 
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Farewell,  ye  scenes  of  childhood, 

And  fancies  of  our  youth ; 
We  go  to  combat  error 

With  everlasting  truth. 
Farewell,  all  carnal  pleasures, 

Which  gild  the  scenes  of  mirth 
Your  days  are  surely  numi  ered 

To  trouble  man  on  earth. 


Farewell,  farewell  our  country ; 

Our  home  is  now  abroad, 
To  labor  in  the  vineyard. 

In  righteousness  for  God. 
The  gallant  ships  are  ready 

To  bear  us  ©'er  the  sea, 
To  gather  up  the  blessed, 

That  Zion  may  be  free. 


HEAVEN'S    WORDS    OF    LOVE.* 


Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 


Music  by  A.  C.  S. 
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Gen  -  tly    now,         An  -  gry    brow 
Friendship    keep,      Har  -  vest   reap 


We  should    nev  -  er, 
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Hold  most  dear 
We   shall  find, 
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HEAVEN'S    WORDS    OF    LOVE.    Contmued. 
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Brothers    here,  Let     no       an  -  ger  be. 

If       we     mind     Heav  -  en's  words   of  love. 


Gen  -  tie    tones     of 
Let     no        e    -    vil 


lov  -  ing      hearts, 
thoughts  ac  -  crue, 


a!=g=s: 


:=*: 


:t 


Sor  -  row  heals    and       joy      im  -  parts;     Love   and      live  to        for  -  give 

See   what   gen  -  tie      words  will      do,        Love  and     live  to        for  -  give, 


Ev'  -  ry       one    most 
Gen  -  tie        as     the 
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Andante, 


THE    CHILDREN'S    SONQ-PRAYER. 


By  E.  Stephens. 


Kind  and  Heav'nly  Father,*  from  Thy  ho  -  ly     dwelling      See  Thy  lit  -  tie    chil  -  dren  singing  praise  to    Thee 
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THE    CHILDREN'S    SONO-PRAYER.    Continued. 
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Hear  our  lit  -  tie    voic  -  es 
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Let  our  many    fol  -  lies      all    forgiven 
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CHORUS. 
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Smile  in  love   up  -  on    us;  shed  Thy  Spir  -  it     on    us;  Tune  our  youthful  voices        to         Thy  praise, 


Smile  in  love^up  -  on    us;  shed  Thy  Spir  -  it     on    us;  Tune  our  youthful  voices 
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Till     the  song  we're  singing,  to   the  heaven      ringing.         Mingles  with  Thy  ho  -  ly        angels'  lays. 
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Father,  we  will  praise  Tlaee  for  Thy  many  blessings, 
Which  we  are  receiving  from  Thy  bounteous  hand: 

For  the  peaceful  vales  which  we  are  now  possessing, 
And  the  streams  of  water  flowing  through  the  land. 


Bless  the  faithful  leaders  who  are  placed  above  us, 
As  they  kindly  teach  us  here  to  do  Thy  will ; 

Bless  our  friends  and  parents  who  so  dearly  love  us- 
Help  us  all  our  duties  rightly  (o  fulfill 
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BEAUTIFUL    STAR. 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful    star    in  heaven  so  bright,     Softly     falls  thy     silvery    light;     As    thou  movest    from  earth  a 
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Star  of   the    evening,     '^an  -  ti  -  ful    star,  Star  of    the    evening,  beau  -  ti  -  ful    star.     Beau  -  ti  -  ful 
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Beautiful  star;  Star,  star  of    the     evening,      evening,       Beau  -  ti  -  ful,  beau  -  ti  -  ful 


star. 


In  fancy's  eye  it  seems  to  say. 
Follow  me;  come  from  earth  away; 
Upward  thy  spirit's  pinions  try, 
In  realms  above,  beyond  the  sky. 


Shine,  0  star  of  love  divine, 
0,  may  your  soul's  aiFections  twine 
Around  thee,  as  thou  movest  afar, 
Star  of  the  twilight,  beautiful  star. 


JOY    TO    THE    WORLD  1    THE    LORD    WILL    COME. 
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Music  ur  T.  C.  Griggs. 


Moderato.    ff 

d: 

Joy     to 


dim. 


JL  I__*if5i 


-m— 


the 


world ! 


the    Lord  will 

— ^-r— r— 


come,      And      earth    re  -  ceive    her 


-m — *- 


king, 


And 


.€i..J. 


--1 ^ 


earth    receive 


7M-: 

-i— 

her 


^-W- 


King: 


^- 


dz=-_=z::=^d==Jzzzz* 


:t=5: 


Let 

1 


ev'  -  ry       heart        pre  -    pare    Him    room, 


Let 


ry 


m^^^M. 


^-^ 


-m- 


:t: 


-q_.- 


heart 


pre 


pare 


Him  room.  And    Saints    and  an    -    gels  sing. 


room, 


m 


And    Saints    and 

I 


-f=— * — tm-W- 


U-. 


'-r-ti—i—f 


gels 

--It 


r- 


Rejoice !  rejoice !  when  Jesus  reigns, 

And  Saints  their  songs  employ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains, 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 


Rejoice !  rejoice  in  the  Most  High! 

While  Israel  spreads  abroad, 
Like  stai-s  that  glitter  in  the  sky, 

And  ever  worship  God. 


5() 


WHEN    SHALL    WE    MEET    THEEP 


Spin'foso.     P 


■«=f 


4: 


w/ 


Words  and  Music  by  E.  P.  Parry. 
P 


^ISEE 


lElEfc; 


When  shall  we  meet  Thee,  dear  Savior    a  -  bove?  ^'Jhen  shall  we   be  -  hold  Thy  face?  When  shall  we  greet  Thee  with 


P^iii^l^^i^iS 


)^  I 


^ 


:^^zt»i=|»=^ 


I 


!^ 


I 


-l-Jf 


w/ 


tokens  of  love, 

7-* »— l»-^l»- 


-i^— ^ 


Dim. 


^!li=:p=t2:zt2=t 


In  that  happy,    ho  -  ly  place?  When  we  have  finished  our    mission  below, 

-»il»  -m-      I 


And    on  earth  we 


Eggi^^^j 


Dim, 


:^=± 


-p — 


ii*=' 


no  more  roam.     Will  you    approje    of    our    work  when  we    go     To    our       glorious        fu  -  turc      home? 


W—W- 


:t: 


:tf« 


=t=: 


;-q=P=f?=^=P: 


Pzquf 


1=: 


J„_J_J 


—I — <s^- 


P 


4- 


WHEN   SHALL   WE   M  E  E*T    THEEP    Contmued. 

Chorus.    Moderato. 

4-. 
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f      When     shall  we     meet 


Thee,  dear  Sav    -    -    ior    a 

»-  -m-  -m-  -m- 


0,  when  shall  we  meet  Thee, dear  Sav 


bove?        When  shall  we  be  -  hold  Thy      face? 

-I W "  - 


:i^t^=t^=t=:^: 


it: 


=t=ffi- 


:tB5 


i 


ior  above? 


0,  when 


shall  we  greet  Thee  with  to 


When  shall  we  meet  Thee,  our  Savior  and  Lord? 

When  shall  we  Thy  glory  see? 
When  shall  we  go  to  obtain  our  reward 

And  in  hr  aven  be  crowned  with  Thee  ? 
When  Thou  wilt  come  in  Thy  glory  and  might, 

Over  all  the  earth  to  reign, 
May  we  be  holy  and  pure  in  Thy  sight, 

And  Thy  approbation  gain. 


When  shall  we  meet  Thee,  Redeemer  and  Friend  i 
When  shall  we  in  heaven  abide  ? 


kens  of  love, 


When  shall  the  just  to  Thy  mansions  ascend, 

Where  our  God  and  Thee  reside? 
When  all  our  labors  on  earth  are  complete 

And  our  mortal  life  is  o'er, 
When  we  have  gone  where  our  record  we'll  meet 

On  that  bright  eternal  shore. 

Chorus  after  last  verse. 

Then  we  will  meet  Thee,  dear  Savior  above, 

Then  shall  we  behold  Thy  face ; 
Then  we  will  greet  Thee  with  tokens  of  love, 

la  that  happy,  holy  place. 


cs^ 


01.0SING    MYMN 


Words  by  Geo.  Manwaring. 


Music  Arranged  by  E.  Beeslsy. 


V 


^^^^— — _4_4H-^__ujH-^-^-J-J-4-t-^-J- 


r — "r 


-U-U-4 


:^K 


1=^ 


1^3 


r>4. 


^dzi=i: 


:qr*: 


I^S 


Lord  we  ask  Thee  ere  we  part, Bless  the  teaching's  of  this  day,  Plant  them  deep  in  ev'ry  heart,That  with  us  they'  11  ever  stay. 


[n  the  innocence  of  youth 
We  would  all  Thy  laws  fulfill; 

Lead  us  in  the  way  of  truth. 
Give  us  strength  to  do  Thy  will. 


Father,  merciful  and  kind, 
While  we  labor  for  the  right, 

May  we  in  Thy  service  find 
Sweetest  pleasure,  pure  delight. 


--I — \ 
— \»-\ 


^  -^ 


P 


All  our  follies,  Lord,  forgive. 
Keep  us  from  temptations  free; 

Help  us  evermore  to  live 
Lives  of  holiness  to  Thee. 


TRY    IT    AGAIN. 


Words  by  John  Lyon. 


Musio  BY  J.  Eabdley. 


Should  the    chang  -  es    of     life,   like  the    tide's  ebb  and  flow,  Be     ceaseless    and  va  -  ried    in 


-W- 


:N=t»i 


-I 1— I — 

r- 


:t=t==t: 


:^^N: 


:=1: 


r>==i: 


:^: 


» — -A- — m — ' — m — m- — m — m- — m — ' — * 


=S=:^- 


-> — ^- 


form,  And  the 


izrXi— — 


=^d 


frail  bark  of     life    in      a 


-=?=&: 


:t*i=l»: 


M-- 


moment    fore  -  go      Its 
-| 1^— ^— t 1,^ 


reck'ning     a  -  midst    the    dark    storm, 

-|»-        -*- I 


-t=i=tz=t;2: 


Stand 

I 


TRY    IT    AGAIN.     Continued. 
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3=J^ 


-^5=zs=q: 


-^~ 


-^J^- 


^=^-5 


f 


J^--^^ 


firm  to    the  helm  and  close  furl  each  sail,  While  the  tempest  sweeps  over     the  main:  There  is  hope  in  the  wind,  tho'  de- 


:t=pi-=P^P=F^ 


t=- 1==:  -i^zzmzzzW—W-- 


f— ^- 


r- 


:p-|^^=?J^jJ=q=t=PL:==P=P=^— ?*=q=L=L=i=i=*^t=qi^iiit=t=q=&^^ 


:^_r±_-ff: 


:^-^iz!»zi^tzte 


-^—'^- 


^ 


l_^__^ 


V — \-jgi * ^ 13 IS-C-— , 


structive  the  gale,  'Twill  calm,  and  we'll  try     it      a  -  gain, 


:|==:p^-P — pz=if=zq=t^tzz:5:=^i=^z=^-q=t:= 


^:=P= 
1 

-• — « — 
again,     'Twill   calm  and  we'll  try     it 


a    -    gam. 


:t»iziP: 
-I -^ 


=t=: 


It: 


^?EE^: 


:t: 


-•-    -•-     -i»- 

:t=t=q=^: 


There  ne'er  was*  a  valley  but  hill-tops  appear — 

Nor  a  storm  that  's  not  spent  to  a  calm ; 
Nor  a  pain  without  pleasure,  a  hope  without  fear, 

Nor  a  wound  but  has  always  a  balm  1 
When  the  clouds  of  adversity  gather  around, 

And  our  fnends  turn  their  backs  in  disdain, 
Though  the  world  should  conspire  all  hopes  to  confound. 

Let  us  up  and  g^o  try  it  again,  again  1 

Let  us  up  and  go  try  it  again ! 

The  fears  of  sad  parting  the  pangs  of  regret, 

The  sighs  of  fond  hope,  or  dull  care, 
Are  feelings  implanted  to  make  us  respect 

The  death-sting  of  hopeless  despair  I 


r- 


-m- — 1« — ~- 


:pi 
:t: 


:p: 

It: 


:p2i: 


1^21= 


Yes,  the  tear-drop  of  sorrow  may  darken  the  eye, 
Like  the  sunbeams  obscured  by  the  rain. 

But  the  clouds  will  disperse  over  hope's  gloomy  sky. 
And  cheer  up  our  prospects  again,  again  ! 
And  cheer  up  our  prospects  again  ! 

Then  why  do  we  shrink,  though  the  chances  of  fate, 

Are  mingled  in  life's  bitter  cup  ! 
'Tis  a  mixture  designed  by  kind  Heaven  to  elate. 

And  strengthen  us  ne'er  to  give  up. 
Then  come  weal,  or  come  woe,  let  whatever  betide, 

Let  us  run,  for  the  prize  we'll  obtain  ; 
Though  the  race  may  be  lost  by  the  swiftest  who  ride, 

Let  us  up  and  go  try  it  again,  again  I 

Let  us  up  and  go  try  it  again  1 
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SACRAMENTAL    HYMN 


Words  by  E.  K.  Snow, 

4 


Music  by  Thos.  McIntyre. 


iii^lft-^^aii^^iiiiS 


:=l; 


-^=i 


How      great       the 


^¥Y—A- 


:t=: 


WIS 


dom       and 


the 


=?= 


:t=J 


love  That 


z^f^ -Ml 

fihed      the 


:t==t; 


:t=: 


courts 

z^~ 


high, 


piilll 


SEESE^EIf^^ 


--^- 


E& 


iS 


iJlfe^iife^lisBihiSJi^: 


^q==f 


And 


sent 


the        Sav  -  ior 


:t= 


-t=: 


:t=; 


from 


:U=^: 


His  precious  blood  He  freely  spilt — 

His  hfe  He  freely  gave : 
A  sinless  sacrifice  for  guilt, 

A  dying  world  to  save. 

Through  strict  obed'ence  Jesus  won 

The  prize  with  glory  rife : 
"Thy  will,  0  God,  not  mine,  be  done," 

Adorn'd  His  mortal  life. 

He  mark'd  the  path  and  led  the  way, 
And  every  point  defines, 


t— r 


I 

bove 


To 


suf 


fer,       bleed        and 


:t=d-t=: 


:t=— a 


die! 


To  light  and  life  and  endless  day, 
Where  God's  full  presence  shines. 

How  great,  how  glorious  and  complete 
Redemption's  grand  design ; 

Where  justice,  love  and  mercy  meel 
In  harmony  divine  1 

In  mem'ry  of  the  broken  flesh 
We  eat  the  broken  bread ; 

And  witness  with  the  cup,  afresh, 
Our  faith  in  Christ,  our  head. 


MARCHING    HOMEWARD. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  M.  Chamberlain. 


^M 


:i^ 


We  re      marching    on    to  glo  -  ly,     We're      working    for    our  crown;  We'll    make  our    ar  -  mor 


te^BE 


^E^ 


--r  -T— -T- 


M:.^. 


:t 


I       I 


J.  5 


:t=t=t=:t=i=^ 


i 


4?--^^^^. 


•L-^- 


^.^r 


t=t=: 


^ 


:et=|:z— ==--=-^^ 


£SE 


:af3giJ^==g'!^-__^J=H=«^iT' 


I  hP  I  I 


-^- 


:«r 


brighter,  And  nev  -  er    lay 


Lnd 


^^ 


ie=g- 


:t==t 


-P — P 


it 

r 


d=t=:t===, 


down. 


We're       piarching,      marchibg     homeward,      To 


-  a 1 — • *- 


it=i= 


:p=^: 


i^: 


:|=: 


:i^=^: 


d=J: 


:=^: 


that  bright  la^id      a    -    -    far;     We      work  for    life      e 

Then,  day  by  day  we're  marching, 

To  heaven  we  are  bound ; 
Each  good  act  brings  U3  nearer 

That  home  where  we'll  be  crowned. 


is     our    guid  -  ing 


:=i: 


ter  -  nal.     It 


star. 


d^rpz: 


Then,  with  the  ransom'd  children 
The-t  throng  the  starry  throne, 

We'll  praise  our  Lord  and  Savior, 
His  pow'r  and  mercy  own. 
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THE    PIONEEKS. 


Words  by  J.  H.  "Ward, 

Vigoroso 


Music  by  K.  Beesley. 


iB^lii^=^ddi^t^ 


They  were  an      ex  -  ile    band,   Without 


VT-— 1 • — , — ^S 1* — p— (•— — ^ 


r— r 


a    home  to     rest,  But,    guided 


r^— S— -S: 


r- 


by     a      Father's  hand,  Their 

:^z_^  _  1 — ^ — 


^.  -S.  -J,-     .^s'    ^^     ^  -r  p      r         p     r 


wand'rings  have    been 

—m — w •-- j— S- 


blest.      For  -  sak  -  en 


-tf« 


by  their  friends,  Despised  and  scorned    by 

-m     -f=2i  jm.     jm^  j^     jm 
*-_t:-,--t=--ti_,_1=z_t .t m- 


T 

foes,  They 


1= 


itz: 


=t=:t=' 


1^ 


sought  the    aid    the     Highest  sends,  And 
ig     .^.       1     i^:       -^     .*    .S        I 


in  His  strength  a    -    rose.  And        in 


=t=i:=»: 


:t=: 


z=-t==: 


:t= 


His  strength  a    - 

i=z=zir:»z=ti=: 


-SI: 

rose. 

— f^^ 
=:ti:: 


O'er  wide  and  lonely  plains, 

Past  dark  Missouri's  tide, 
Our  lathers  sought  a  home,  where  they 

Might  aye  in  peace  abide  ; 
Where  each  should  have  the  right, 

In  peace  to  worship  God, 
Uninfiuenced  by  the  pomp  of  pride, 

Unawed  by  tyrants'  rod. 


r- 


Amidst  these  mountains  wild, 

0,  can  we  e'er  forget? 
They  made  this  desert  land  to  bloom, 

The  vales  of  Deseret. 
Far  from  the  scenes  of  vice 

Beyond  their  foe's  domain. 
They  made  this  mountain  land  their  choice, 

Let  us  their  rights  maintain. 


I'LL    BE    A    LITTLE    *'MOKMON." 
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Words  by  Lula^ 


Music  by  J.  Detton. 


Mod  era  to. 


-^~]- 


^j:^__^__j_.^__j   -j-.^'--^-- ]-,_^ 


-^^^—\ — -A  ^^T — I  ~^—»-  Y-s—^ H — ' i^-«lv — i-H — I — jH — I — "' *-• — \-^ — iri — a^-h-fi— :i — C — 5"H 

=:4z^;S:d:iiz*z:i=:*rE:M=gz:j3i2iz3-5=iS=3=g-=ai±*iz»=»=*== 

I'll       be    a    little  "3Iornion, "And  se'ekto knowthe  ways ThatGod  has  taught  His  people  In  these  the  latter    days. 

^   ^  -m  -m^  ^       ^  -m  -m   -m   ^  -m-  'f^   -f^ 

s%-T-n» »--'• — »— •-Pis — w — w-\-\ 1 1 — -ta-H-is — »-|h»--» — ]«       -  -       - 


iiiS 


_     —    — ,^ — 


t==:l 


::q; 


:3=:=1=^= 


^-r--=x 


:^: 


^=t 


^: 


/Jv 


::t 


-4- 


'-^- 


I  know  that  He  has  blest  me  With  mercies  rich  and  kind,  And  I  will  strive  to  serve  Him  With  all  my  might  and  mind 


t:=t=±t=:=t=: 


:t=p: 


:^: 


t-t 


5==it: 


11 


By  sacred  revelation, 

Which  He  to  us  has  given, 
He  tells  us  how  to  follow 

The  ancient  saints  to  heaven. 
Though  I  am  young  and  little, 

I,  too,  may  learn  forthwith 
To  love  the  precious  gospel 

Revealed  to  Joseph  Smith. 


With  Jesus  for  the  standard, 

A  sure  and  perfect  guide, 
And  Joseph's  wise  example, 

What  can  I  need  beside? 
I'll  strive  from  every  evil  . 

To  keep  my  heart  and  tongue- 
I'U  be  a  little  "Mormon," 

And  follow  Brigham  Young. 
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IMPROVE    THE    SHINING    MOMENTS. 


Words  and  Music  by  R.  B.  Baird. 


-^_^__^_ 


-^_^- 


--1— . ^- 


J— , 


the  night  draws  nig 


^ — . r^- 

Improve  the  shining  moments,Don't  let  them  pass  you  by,  Work  while  the  sun  is  radiant,    Work  for  the  night  draws  nigh. 
:(?'-  J^--^-  -^-   m     -»--»-     «      m.  m   -»-^      m-  m      m-  m-  -m   -m     -m-  ^       ft     1^ 


-^-v- 


^T- 


--^. 


.-j:^^J^->_^.-J 


cannot  bid  the    sunbe  ams  To 


:=^^==?s 


lengthen  out  their  stay,  Nor  can  we  ask  the  shadow  To     ev  -  er  stay  a  -  way. 


-J^: 


;(?-_-*; 


-^ ^-     -^-     -(^-  ^^        "^  !»'-  -^        ^^  f^  •       ^  ^ 


Time  flies  on  wings  of  lightning, 

We  cannot  call  it  back;    . 
It  comes  then  passes  forward 

Along  its  onward  track; 
And  if  we  are  not  mindful 

The  chance  will  fade  away; 
For  life  is  quick  in  passing— 

'Tis  as  a  single  day. 

As  Winter  time  doth  follow 
The  pleasant  Summer  days, 

So  may  our  joys  all  vanish, 
And  pass  far  from  our  gaze. 


Then  should  we  not  endeavor 
Each  day  some  point  to  gain, 

That  we  may  here  be  useful, 
And  every  wrong  disdain. 

Improve  each  shining  moment. 

In  this  you  are  secure, 
For  promptness  bringeth  safety 

And  blessings  rich  and  pure, 
Let  prudence  guide  your  actions. 

Be  honest  in  your  heart. 
And  God  will  love  and  bless  you. 

And  help  to  you  impart 


1^ 


KIND  WORDS  ARE  SWEET  TONES  OF  THE  HEART. 
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Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 


fe^=^ 


*J 


Music  bt  E.  Beesley. 


3^i? 


:^^=^ 


^^3^ 


1  Let  us     oft  speak  kind  words  to  each    oth  -  er,  At  home    or    where'er     we    may    be;  Like  the 

2  Like  the    sunbeams   of  morn    on    the  mountains,  The  soul    they    a  -  wake    to  good    cheer;        Like  the 


;k*^ 


ggEg==i 


-^-r 


^B±EEE=^£jEEEEiEEEEj^EEEgE 


iS 


-m — P — m — P-- 


--j-zj mzz:=j=i:z^:zz::j=^^z=gj: 


warblings  of  birds  on  the  heather,     The  tones  will  be  welcome  and  free;  They'll  gladden  the  heart  that's  repining,       Give 
murmur  of  cool,pleasant  fountains,  They  fall  in  sweet  cadences    near.        Let's  oft, then, in  kiudly-toned  voices,'        Our 


1— iS— ^ 


^    -g: 


1^^ 


:=1=zp: 


q-=i 


=1: 


•«— f= — S— P 


r"*" 


:^: 


:^     :if 
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KIND  TVORDS  ARE  S^VEET  TONES  OF  THE  HEART.    Continued. 


« — i-(<=s — ^j. 


:^^v 


:*=*: 


M=^- 


V— V 


Poco  rit. 


zv^ar^: 


L-=b*r:i=*zi*t*^"===1=^^= 


ij=*: 


courage  and  hope  from  a  -  bove,  And,where  the  dark  clouds  hide  the  shining,      Let  in  the  bright  sunlight  of    love, 
mu  -  tu  •  al  friendship  re  -  new,     Till  heart  meets  with  heart  and  rejoices  In  friendship  that  ev  -  er    is    true. 


^t^:^=^==r 


»■  "^  •^  "^  S        S 


:q==]: 


■m — P — « 


:=1: 


^ 


:^: 


-^-- 


CHORUS. 


:=1=P=: 


4^ 


0,      the    kind    words    we    give    Shall    in       mem  -  o  -  ry    live,  And     sun  -  shine    for  -  ev    -    er       im- 

j*     fi     I      ^     ^     \    .^^  ^     jtl  -j^-  ^  En  ---    ---    -—  ---    ---    -      ^ 


g^-^=^=^EE^^^=E^E^E^^E= 


Si_S^ -S" — « — 


:t^=3— _ir=i=:_-q=zzl= 


-X 


part;    Let     us         oft    speak  kind  words  to    each      oth  -  er,  Kind  words  are  sweet  tones  oi    the    heart. 

4=:^      .n.         .^-       .^.       -*-___  _        _-: — v_        _  _        _        _       ^       '^ ^^- 


*^=£ 


^--e 


:=:p=— z==f!:=f=-'= 


itiz— I \ 


■ti=z^—^—^-. 


-dz^l 


JUVENILE    HYMN. 


ei 


Words  by  E.  R.  Snow. 


Music  by  Thos.  McIntyre. 


— ^ , , —  — p — ^> — I 1 — — . —I — 

—  4— qzd:^^=^— ■jz=if=d=i^izzi^=^=i=di=g=S=:g=zSEd=^ 


:^: 


:?£==??==1: 


I'll      serve  the  Lord  while 

1 1 — « — « — m — -^ — 

— ^— r-^'^^ 


I 

I      am  young,  And      in     my    ear  -  ly       days, 

^— «— *— ?-.^r— r— ^=^=: 


:t2=t^=t=t: 


-^ — 1^- 


r- 


wm 


tr 


:J=d: 


S^S: 


--1- 


=2^- 


:S= 


J_,_.-|^ — _^_^', 


iztr±=:ii^:=^z=nz=:ftii=:a 

De  -    vote    the  mu  -  sic 
-• — I — « — « — « — ^' 1 

-j- 


of      my  tongue  To        my     Re  -  deem  -  er's    praise.      I'll     pr   se    His  name  that       He      has  given      Me 


.^_ff: 


-^ ^ 


=1-: 


:=]: 


r- 

-, — 4--,—- ^ — ^ — I- 


'« « « -"^^ — ,— I* « (0 ^ 1 

» w 1« m — — I w m 1 H 


-^- 


^^=^: 


1=:^: 


par  -  ent  -  age  and     birth 


0  Lord,  my  parents  here  preserve, 

To  teach  me  righteousness, 
That  my  young  feet  may  never  swerve 

From  paths  of  holiness; 
And,  like  the  faithful  ones  of  old 

Who  now  behold  Thy  face, 
May  I  be  formed  m  virtue's  mold 

To  fill  a  holy  place. 


A  -  mong  the  most  be  -  loved    of  heaven  That  dwell  up  -  on    the 

^ — ^ — m—^f—^-m — m—m — (•- 


earth. 


?i3 


:t==: 


While  youth  and  beauty  sweetly  twine 

'i  heir  garlands  round  my  head, 
I'll  seek  at  wisdom's  sacred  shrine. 

The  gems  that  never  fade. 
Long  may  I  sing  Thy  praises  here 

Among  Thy  Saints  below, 
And  in  eternity  appear 

With  them  in  glory  too. 
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LET    LOVE    ABOUND. 


Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 


Music  bv  E.  Stephens. 


:4 


In  that  bright  and  holy 


cit-y, 

-^  -«  -#■ 


In   our  mansions  far  a 


=^= 


-  bDve,     We  shall  dwell  in  sweet  communion,      For    our 

-  ^2  ^-^_      -^^    .^       -^       -^       -^       .^       ^^    ^ 


-.•i==>_=^^ 


t^M^^t^tmt^. 


■:M^z 


■I 1* — ft—, 


Ruler,     God,    is    love 


In  that    cit  -  y  bright  and   fair,    0,  what  pleasures    we    will  share !     Love    all     a- 

-0'    m 


:t=: 


Sill 


:s:=i= 


Love      all      a    -    round.  0,  what  pleasures    we    will 


-* hS-m, 

share ! 

-m 


^=^^==n=T=-- 


Love     all 


— <5> — 

— I 

round. 


:^: 
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LET    LOVE    ABOUND.    Continued. 
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:fi: 
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.S=^ 


-m m « •■ 


J.— ^' ^q— -j ^-J       —^^=^=^E^ 


% 


let 


love      a  -  bound  here      too,    Keep  this 

:t;~ 


ho    -    ly  thought      in 


/ —        Let 


.-=I=zr, 


m 


zmi 


--1- 


1st. 


love        a 


bound,      Let 


-I 

love 


a 


:=1: 


-n — 4 


-    bound. 


1 


-0- 

ZM-. 


I  2nd.  ^ 

I — {0. 1 — — 


Love 


bound 


IPI^^^ 


Not  by  strife  with  one  another 

Can  we  onward,  upward  move, 
But  by  charity  most  holy 

Do  we  live  this  life  of  love; 
Loving  all  companions  here. 
Holding  all  as  kindred  dear; 

Love  all  around, 

Love  all  around. 

Side  by  side  we  grow  together, 
Side  by  side  the  wheat  and  tares, 

Let  us  now.  before  the  harvest, 
Act  consistent  wi.h  our  prayers; 


Helpful  hands  extend  release, 
Bringing  unity  and  peace — 

Love  all  around. 

Love  all  around. 

Hopeful,  cheerful,  kind  and  loving, 

Smiling  often  as  we  meet, 
O,  what  joy  will  be  our  portion ! 

Life  with  loving  acts  replete; 
This  is  what  the  soul  desires. 
This  is  what  the  Lord  requires — 

Love  all  around. 

Love  all  around. 
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THE    LOKD    WILL    PROVIDE. 


Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 


Music  by  E.  Stephens. 


•i— 


j^d^=)z=>_=7y.: 


tS-ijg: 


^^i^^^^^^m 


That  the  Lord  will  provide.Is  a  promise  that's  giv'n;  Ye  f^ithiul  and  true,'Tis  a  promise  to  j^ou!  So  in  meekness  confidc,And  look 


>^^=t: 


-gj=t. 


-^  -^-i* 


^    ^ 


upward  to  heav'n;The  Lord  is  our  Father, The  Lord  will  provide.  The    Lord     will  provide, 

I        ITS 


-m-  -m-  m-  -m--J^  -2-  -^^ -*   -^-  -m~'^  -^   -0^-0- 


^^*^    ^ 


n 


:t2=fe=U=U 


1^1 


t:=:t: 


z=t-^^-=^=t=^= 


:t= 


:w-m 


-\—t 
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The  Lord  will  provide,  The  Lord 


•    1  O  •  1  f.    1  .W*    ,    ,1^    ,  1  ,  PI11  T  1     •  Tl-il rill     ,         T    ^—A       tttIU         TMT>VTiflj» 


vide,  So    in  meekness  confide,  And  look  upward  to  heaven;The  Lord  is    our    Father,     The  Lord  will    provide 


^  ;fi.p  .^  ^ 


zh_-z=^-=r^: 


will  provide, 


-I— • — !?-— i? — 1= — 


THE    LORD 

How  the  Lord  will  provide 
From  the  store-house  of  heaven, 

We  know  not  alway, 

But  j'et  will  we  pray; 
For  we're  never  denied, 
When  in  poverty  driven, 
We  ask  for  our  Father, 
The  Lord,  to  provide. 


WILL    PROVIDE 

What  the  Lord  will  provide 
When  He  aids  us  from  heaven. 

Not  always  we  know; 

When  in  poverty  low 
He  oft  has  supplied. 
When  we  bravely  have  striven; 
In  wisdom  our  Father, 
The  Lord,  will  provide. 


Continued- 
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When  the  Lord  will  provide 
From  His  store-house  in  heaven. 

Just  when  He  will  aid, 

He  never  has  said; 
Oft  soon  He's  complied, 
And  oft  waited  and  proven, 
But  always  our  Father, 
The  Lord,  will  provide. 


SUPPLICATION    HYMN. 


Words  by  R.  AwisDftiDGE. 


Music  by  Henry  Emery. 


tegs 


truth  in         lat  -   ter      days. 


-4= 3_^_p=-^_3_^ ^_d_^r-^__j?=il_t=d 


fc^ 


^^^^^^^^fWM^^m^^ 


fe=i=: 


We      meet 


to 


do    Thy    serv 


m^ 


B: 


£=R 


:t-FE 


ice  here. 


-G>- 


r 


:Nza=t: 
:ti:fc=r: 


-1= 


:t: 


0    list!        re 


gard 


our        hum    -    ble 


prayer. 


m. 


:p=q= 


We  hope,  0  Lord,  that  we  may  prove 
The  worthy  objects  of  Thy  love; 
Watch  o'er  us  while  we  thus  incline 
Our  hearts  to  learning  truths  divine. 


— r-'-v r— 

Before  we  from  this  meeting  go 
Do  thou  a  blessing.  Lord,  bestow; 
Accept  our  gratitude  and  praise. 
And  guide  us  through  our  future  days. 


^^: 


:|=: 


66 


SACRA  MENTAL. 


WoRrs  BY  H    W.  Natsbiit. 


Music  by  J.  Q-.  Fones. 


I    my  name  but  two    or  three  Shal 

-m  ^  ^  .^    -«  -(S 


1^=^^ 


will     sure  -  ly 


be,  Shall    me^,     I     there    will  surely  be." 


:t: 


'-t^-i 


In  Sabbath  hours  what  peace,  what  rest, 
What  food,  what  life  dost  Thou  impart! 

One  day  in  seven — of  days  the  best — 
This  order  shows  how  wise  Thou  art. 

Oh  precious  boon,  when  Saints  can  meet 

As  one,  around  the  mercy  seat! 

Pass  to  each  one  the  broken  bread, 
Give  each  the  cup,  a  token  true; 
Dssciplcs  by  the  Priesthood  led 


In  the  true  Gospel,  old,  yet  new. 
What  strength  in  covenants  so  renewed, 
And  with  the  Spirits  life  imbued! 

And  when  the  word  comes  clothed  in  power, 
Truth  gives  its   ure,  unerring  sound; 

Comes  there  a  more  refreshing  shower 
In  all  of  duty's  sacred  round? 

From  benediction.  Saints  retire, 

And  hearts  are  warmed  by  new  desirel 


SABBATH    MORNING   COMES    WITH    OLADNESS. 
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WoEDs  BY  James  Gallaher. 


Music  by  J.  S.  Lewis. 


Sabbath 

;t=t:i 


morning  comes  with  gladness,  Lit  -  tie  hearts  are  filled  with       joy; 


?=q=ff=^qrP=' 


~d4=: 


-«» — 


*a,=J=, 


Fathers 


:t=: 


:t== 


itzzzt: 


,_4__^_ 


— ^ ^ ^-^-•1 — 9-^-^ — " -■ ^ 

sadness,  Pleasure's   here    without      al  -  loj'.  See  with  smiling, 


blessings     ban  -  ish 

H«         -^  ^ 

|ipi=:lzz^r^z=i=— ^ 

—I- 


^piiHii^ipii^^i^Siiigi^iii 


ros  -  y       fac  -  es,  Boys    and  girls  clothed 

-^      -#     -^      -I*     -^      -(•       -(• 


=^—^- 


-X 


in    their        best, 


z:zl— 
—•I 

—^ — apt- 
Hastening 
-     -I* 


S=^ 


lliPPJi^^: 


on 

:t=: 


to 


fill 


their 


places.        At   their 


teachers' 


kind 


1 1— I U^ 1 1 1 


quest. 


O'er  the  earth  the  sun  is  shining, 

Truth  shines  in  the  Sabbath  school; 
Ivist,  the  Priesthood  clear  defining 

Precepts  like  the  golden  rule. 
JvOt  us  each  be  unobserving 

Of  the  others'  liaults,  and  strive 
Goodness  to  increase  unswerving, 

like  the  bees  within  a  hive. 


May  our  Father's  care  be  o'er  ns, 

Guardian  angels  ever  nigh. 
Through  Hfe's  journey  go  before  us, 

Lead  us  to  the  courts  on  high. 
Principles  our  souls  inspiring, 

That  were  destined  men  to  save, 
Onward  progress,  never  tiring. 

In  the  life  beyond  the  grav^ 
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DAY    OF   REST. 


Words  by  Geo.  Manwaring. 


Music  by  E.  Beesley. 


Welcome  happy  Sunday,    Day   of  days  the 


best,        Gladly    do  we  hail  thee,   Blessed  day  of        rest. 


^zfe=g=iB=i^i=^i=|Bz3i^i=^:^:S=i|«=i»=ta=Ezt=:t::d=N=^=^=Si=: 


^i_«_ 


— w — •— =* — w 


:t=t: 


:k=tz:^=^i=£= 


-r- 


-+=1- 


i^zzitd 


Cheerful  voic  -  es 


v-r 


singmg 

ztiizzte 


i==t: 


Joyous,  grateful 

! — .-m—m—m — * 

gztz=t=t=t: 


r- 


Angels  bear  them  heav'nward.  Songs  of  love  and  praise. 


-t=^=d=rzzff=zr— ^=t=t=:B 


Humbly,  lowly  bendmg 

To  the  God  above, 
Prayers  of  Saints  ascending, 

Thank  Him  for  His  love. 


Thank  Him  for  the  Sabbath, 
Holy  day — and  blest, 

Best  of  all  the  seven, 
Hallowed  day  of  rest. 


UTAH,  THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  WEST. 


Words  by  J.  H.  Ward. 


Music  by  J.  M.  Chamberlain. 


L 
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-^_*_S_g= 

-i:-f^-^ 

The    youth  of  each  land  for  their     fa -ther- land  stand,  And  boast  of 

1 

its    grandeur  with  pride;  What  - 
le    If:    .^:    iP:      :^i     ^ 

pzt__4_^_. 
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UTAH.    THE    QUEEN    OF    THE    WEST.    Continued. 
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ir  estate, their  fortunes  or  fate,  To  none  is  this  freedom  denied;  Then  why  should  not  we,young,happy  and  free,Re- 

'-|^-^-^=i-*'— ^-•-*--f-i-^— ^^-fi*--»T-*-^-f=2^ :i — 1 — ^zn 


joice  in  the  land  we  love  best?  For  our  Father,  so  kind,  our     lot  has  assigned  In    U  -  tah,    the  queen  of   the  west. 


-^•— ^ 


'gfe;=:N=lB=ta=t«=t« 


H 


-^J^4zz 


The  bold  mountains  rise,  and  point  to  the  skies, 

Like  sentinels  round  our  abode; 
And  vales  calm  and  sweet,  repose  at  their  feet — 

Fit  home  of  the  people  of  God. 
From  those  cold,  bleak  forms,  fit  dwellings  for  storms, 

Flow  the  crystaline  streams  God  has  blest; 
Rich  harvests  have  smiled  in  the  desert  once  wild, 

In  Utah,  the  queen  of  the  west. 

The  poor  and  oppressed,  in  this  land  of  the  west, 

Find  plenty,  and  freedom,  and  joy; 
Though  the  wicked  may  sneer,  to  us  thou  art  dear, 

And  fair  as  thine  own  sunny  sky. 


The  gospel's  proclaimed  to  all  here  on  earth, 
And  the  meek  and  the  lowly  rejoice; 

From  Babylon  they  flee  to  this  land  of  the  free — 
To  Utah,  the  land  of  their  choice. 

Thy  sisters  first  bom,  who  'auntingly  scorn, 

Shall  joy  to  do  honor  to  thee; 
With  each  coming  hour  thy  gloiy  shall  tower, 

Till  the  nations  thy  beauty  shall  see. 
Thy  triumph  is  nigh,  oppression  shall  die, 

For  thee  there  is  freedom  and  rest; 
The  years  as  they  fleet  shall  bless  our  retreat 

With  peaee  in  this  land  of  the  west. 
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BEAUTIFUL    DAV 


Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 

Allegretto. 


MUSIO  BT  WiLIilAM  ClAYSON. 


4—4 — ^ 


i^ night's  darkness  a 

-       T»-         -^-       -^       -^ ^ 


The  day-dawn  is    breaking,  The  world    is      a  -  wak  -  ing,  The  clouds  of  night's  darkness  are    flee  -  ing      a  -  way 

^ — I F— 1-1 1 1 m-—m — m—\—» — » — m—\—i 1 1— 


pP^fei^^iiS^iiiiFi^ii^^iii^^^silii 


The  world-wide  com -mo- tion  From  0  -  cean    to      o  -  cean  Now  heralds     the  time    of    the    beau-ti-ful        day 


t~t- 


T" 


:t==t: 


:N=h=l»: 


r— r— r 


^=f=^: 


1 1 ^iJiL:: 


:^=q3t:: 


Chorus.    Moderato. 


:Jiizz=^J^J=iz:^rqz=z7:z=iq=r-^:^-===--=^^ 


eau  -  ti  -  ful         day  of   peace    and         rest,  Bright  be    thy        dawu  from    east        to 


U 1 — b*-b 


==t:=q=t:=t=t==r 


from    east        to 


Beautiful  day 


of  peace  and  rest, 


r— 

Bright  be  thy  dawn 


'^^ 


from 


BEAUTIFUL    DAY.    Continiied. 
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9 m- 
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Hail    to  thine      earli    -    -    est    welcome        ray,      Beau-ti  -  ful, 

■I !•- 


bright 


millennial 


day. 
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:^=:itoi=:fc±±; 
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east  to  west: 


Hail  to  thine  earliest  welcome        ray, 


In  many  a  temple 

The  Saints  will  assemble, 
And  labor  as  saviors  of  dear  ontes  away; 

Then  happy  reunion, 

And  sweetest  communion 
We'll  have  with  our  friends  in  the  beautiful  day. 

Still  let  us  be  doing, 
Our  lessons  reviewing. 
Which  God  has  revealed  for  our  walk  in  His  way, 


_3.j__^_J 


Beautiful,  bright  millennial       day. 

And  then,  wondrous  story, 
The  Lord  in  His  glory 
Will  come  in  His  power  in  the  beautiful  day. 

Then,  pure  and  supernal. 

Our  friendship  eternal. 
With  Jesus  we'll  live  and  His  counsels  obey; 

Until  ev'ry  nation 

Will  join  in  salvation, 
And  worship  the  Lord  of  the  beautiful  day. 


STARS    OF    MORNINa,    SHOUT    FOR   JOY. 


Con  spirito. 


^^i^^^EEd^i^E^ 


J      4— J^-?*-a3— 


^=^: 


Music  by  Thos.  Durham. 
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stars  of  nioin   -  ing,  shout  for  joy;      Sing  redemption's  mystery;  Holy,    holv,      holv,  cry,        Holy,    holy,     holy,  cry.And  praise  the  Lamh 

HAh  -  1-0     -    pia,  stretch  thy  hand;  Come,ye  tribes  of    ev' -  ry  land.Countless  as  the  ocean's  sand,CoiiutJcss  as  the  ocean's  sand,Toprai?e  the  Lamb, 
bavior,    let  thy  kingdom  come,  Now  the  man  of     sin  consume,Bring  the  blest  millennium.Bring  the  blest  millennium,    Ex  -  alt  -  ed    Lamb, 


:t: 
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LET    THE    HOLY    SPIRIT    GUIDE. 


:M^=*; 


^=r^^ 


I I  I 1 


Words  and  Music  by  Edwin  F.  Parry. 
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Let      its        peace      -      fill,         heaven    -    ly 
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influence 
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Ores, 
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And     will 
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let 
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Let  the  Holy  Spirit  guard  your 

Every  act,  and  word,  and  thought; 
Never  make  a  single  effort 

Till  the  Spirit's  aid  you've  sought. 
Cherish  it  as  your  companion; 

Heed  its  sweet  and  still,  small  voice; 
If  you  listen  to  its  dictates, 

Theik  through  life  you  will  rejoice. 


Do  not  grieve  the  Holy  Spirit, 

Or  it  will  not  with  you  stay, 
But  that  it  may  dwell  within  you, 

To  your  Heavenly  Father  pray. 
Ask  in  faith  and  He  will  answer. 

And  will  bless  you  from  above; 
He  will  send  His  Holy  Spirit, 

Which  will  fill  your  soul  with  love. 
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DEVOTIONAL    HYMN. 


Words  by  R.  Ai,t.drtdge. 


Music  by  J.  J.  Daynes. 


Lord,  ac  -  cept  our  true    de   -    vo  ■ 

:t==:t=t=^=P=r.t=:i=t=: 


tlon, 


^-^^EEE?=E=5-ZE?=5ztE; 


Let  Thy  Spir-it    whis-per    peace;     Swell  our  hearts  with  fond  e 

:;zzq=rz=c=t=f=ff: 


J^—fLi 
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^ — ^s_.J_ 


And  our   joy    in    thee    in  -  c  jease. 


^    ^ 


Never    leave    us, 


nev-er    leave    us,      Help  us   Lord   to 


n-»t=g=:g=g=ff==ff=pg=:n=i==:t=-t==t==tq==pi^z^i^:3=t: 

d =zi zj»r=|g=Ei^i--zBzz:z=zz=^=tg=Uztgd ^t=:^:^3z^: 

Never  leave  us,  never  leave  us, 


:t=: 
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win    the    race, 
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nev  -  er    leave     us.  Help  us,  Lo] 

^  ^  j^  ^  jm     -m    -^     -\ 


Nev  -  er    leave      us, 

Nfevei-  leave  us. 


to 


win     the     race. 


:t==t: 


never  leave  us, 


Aid  us  all  to  do  Tby  bidding, 
And  our  daily  wants  supply; 

Give  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  gaiding, 
Till  we  reach  the  goal  on  high, 

Ever  guard  us,  ever  guard  us, 
Till  we  gain  the  victory. 


May  we  with  the  future  dawning, 
Day  by  day  from  sin  be  free. 

That  on  resurrection  morning 
We  may  rise  at  pease  with  thee; 

Ever  praising,  ever  praising, 
Throughout  all  eternity. 


THE    BEES    OF    DESERET. 
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Words  and  Music  by  E.  Stephens. 


We   are    the    bees     of 
Like    oth  -  er     bees     we 


Des  -  er  -  et,    The 
Love    to    sing  Our 


S^=:?=S— g 


bus  -  y, 
voic  -  es 
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bus  -  y,    cheerful     ht  -  tie         bees, 
ev  -  er    sounding  sweet  and       clear, 


:t- 


t- 


:.^t 


'^^ — r 


=^^^=1: 


=^=J=^ 


==:irr^z^=i^=^: 


=fs: 


:¥=t 


?--i; 


5-r 


Gath'ring  what    hon  -  ey 
And    all    the    val  -  leys 


we    can    get  From  all    the    flowers    blooming    on    the      trees,      Trying    to    fill  our 
oft  -  en    ring  With  hap  -  py,  cheerful  songs  we    love    so      dear,      We  still  will  labor 


:t2— te: 


:t: 


1 


Jsz==1==1=p=^==>~J=»ri==i?=^=1^d: 


Si^S: 


:^: 


4—4- 


|-=1: 


-~^ 


tl 


^^ 


lit  -  tie  hives  With    every     good  that  we    can      gather  round; 
with  our  might,  While  yet 'tis  day,     to      gather      wisdom  strive, 


Wisdom    and  truth,  e  -  ter  -  nal  lives,  These 
That  when  the  night  comes  we'll  have  light,  E- 


7^ »- •- 


zztEt 


:t=: 


:t:it=t=: 


:t=: 


:p: 


:t: 


?i 


re 


THE    BEES    OF    DESERET.    Continued. 
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are    the  priceless    treasures    we  have  found.  Workers  are    we,   no    idlers  here  Shall  live  among  our   busy,     happy 
ter  -  nal  light    to  shine  with  -  in    our  hives. 


2-»: 


i: 


:t=: 


-^- 


:=1: 


_J_^ 


=1; 


^m^^^^m^^^ 


1^1 


--^-J 


=^=q=--?: 


:ffz=p: 


band; 


'^      ^      >      '^      '    ■    > 
We    gath  -  er    hon  -  ey        all    the  year,  And       plenty     can   be    found  on     every        hand. 


t 


&— 


:Z2Z 


-*— :p2ip=pid=t: 


I     I      I 


4=: 


:t=: 


:=1: 


Hi 
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WHAT    PRIZE    SHALL    BE    YOUR    REWARDP 


Words  by  J.  L.  Townsend. 

Moderato, 


Music  by  E.  Beeslet. 


sfe 


■^=B: 


•J-L 


2=^ 


When  called  to     the  throne  of  your    Lord,     And   judged  from  the  books    of      to 
Is       there,  in    the  hopes  of    your    heart,       A        hope    foi     the    fu  -  ture  most 


day,     What 
dear.     When 


:B: 


WHAT   PRIZE   SHALL   BE    YOUR  REWARDP    Continued. 
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$ 


^^i^^=^ 


:S 


5=1^: 


::1==^=^: 


:S— J: 


1st  time. 


-y- 


=^q==1=: 


2nd  time. 


prize  shall  then  be    your  re  -  ward?  For  what  do    you 
called  from  this  life    to      de  -  part  And 


±:: 


CHORUS 


i 


:t=: 


miizp: 


t: 


bor    and  pray? 


■m- 
dwell  in 


r=:::^z:q=qS=i:^ 

r^_    t ^ ^ I 


— aii: 


t: 


E=^: 


ho  -  li  -  er  sphere? 
-^ — P^— ,.--,-5-v- 


There's  many    a  crown  will  a  -  wait 

-(•-  -m-     -mur-m-  -m- 


-^ 
iE 


:*z_*=*; 


^     ^ 


-m — ^ 


'^* 


The  brows   of   the 
Iff;  Iff:    iffi 


:N=N: 


^Ji::^t=: 


Ni=N-^=:^=t2=te=t2; 


faithful 
Iff:    -m- 

=tai=ffi 


and  true;    Just  think,  ere  you    find    it 


-tt*- 


4=: 


too 


:t2=U=i:tz=: 


late,  If     one   is 


:i-J 

awaiting   for    you, 


i-U. '#-5-=*-= 1 1 1 — a* — ■»- — w — \- 


i**   1/   1/ 


J  ust  think,  ere  you  find  it    too  late,  If 
:toz=te=3zt=E: 


:Xz±^ 


^^_«. 


one  is 


awaiting    for      you. 

ffzrff=d=t=t3 


--t=: 


Improve  well  the  time  that  is  now. 

For  then  all  regrets  will  be  vain; 
Let  honor  enwreathe  here  your  brow;_ 

Prepare  for  the  boon  you  would  gain. 
An  hour  is  life's  journey  at  lest, 

The  moments  are  fleeing  so  fast; 
Beware,  or  the  Savior's  request 

Will  find  you  still  sleeping  at  lastl 


Remember,  the  course  you  pursue 

Is  surely  recorded  above, 
That  every  act  you  may  do 

Is  written,  "for  self,"  or  "for  love." 
0,  then,  should  the  balance  be  found 

"For  self,"  in  that  day  you  will  see, 
Though  blessings  of  mercy  abound, 

No  crown  for  reward  there  will  b©l 
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SONG    OF    THE    WORKERS. 


Words  by  H.  W.  Naisbitt. 
Moderato  con  expressione. 

:t==]: 


Music  by  J.  G.  Fones. 


:^*5=^sq 


^^ 


=3=H=^=« 


=f^: 


We    are     watchers,  earnest       watchers,     For  the       coming     bet  -  ter     day.        By; 

"     ^  '^    -m    -m      -m    -m    -m    -m-      ^._ 


-] — 4 1. 


-H 1 1 , 


-W^%- 


4-^—1 


:Ni=N=q=^ 


:t=t==: 


:t=t: 


:t==t 


:t=t: 


:t=q 


t=: 


(s-- 


,^^       prophets  oft    fore- 


shadowed  Mid  old 


:p:ff: 


Israel      far      a    -    way; 


^z=:?z=^ 


:t=: 


1= 


IS 


Their  beacon    fires  were    lighted     by    The    true,  the     living 

hc     -m-  -m    -m    -^    '■^-  '■^-  -m^  -m    ^    -m    -m    -m 


S 


t: 


I 


1 


I 


iz=zit=i — r-j 


i::^: 


:q=q 


:^: 


flame, 


God's      Spir  -  it      prompted 


:t=: 


ev'  -    ry     one     The 


fu  -  ture 


t==q 


to 


:t=: 


pro    - 

-m- 
=t=:: 


1 ^- 


i:=t=: 


claim. 


-is>-- 


SONG   OF    THE    WORKERS.    Continued. 
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CHORUS.     Cheerfxdly. 


S 


— ^f — M — h— « « ^ • 


workers,  ear  -  nest     work  -  ers, 

-^        .^        .^        H« 


And  'tis        in 


:N=^=N=^: 


We  are    workers, 


:t=t=: 


:tz=t2=t2i=t2: 


earnest    workers. 


li 


a  cause 


:k— S?; 


1 


and  'tis      in       a  cause  we 


5iri— =|-==1-           Zl 

— i:-- fr 

P3  3        -^  ^ 

^"N — ^^A 

J      -1— =1      ^ 

1 

%^ — i — r= — t- 

love,    .... 

^  .0k    ^   .^    ^ 

^    1 — r  ^  &F  r 

Onward, 

-5 — g ^.j_.Z- 

upward                   is    our 

jtm  -^  -m  -m 
^   Jm  W  W  w  ^ 

movement.               For    'tis 

-i — S — S — i=- 

led    by    God    a  - 

.F     -^     -m- 
-^     t— 1=     t=i: 

— * w w • — 

-r     ° 

bove. 

^  _5  5=^  ^_^ 

/~..    w    F    .p    P    P    P 

— 1 

— IS-- — " 
1 

love,  a  cause  we  love, 


Onward,  upward 


is  our  movement, for 'tis  led    by   God    a  -  bove. 


We  are  working,  bravely  working, 

That  the  truth  we  may  declare, 
As  many  bands,  yet  one  in  heart, 

We  try  to  do  and  dare; 
And  heaven  hath  blessed  our  efforts — 

Hear  o'er  all  this  favored  land 
That  union  is  the  key-note. 

Struck  by  each  unflinching  hand. 


We  are  looking,  calmly  looking 

For  a  glorious  future  near, 
For  triumph  and  the  victor's  wreath, 

For  each  brave  worker  here. 
Our  God  is  ruling  over  all, 

His  Priesthood  points  the  way, 
And  Sabbath  schools  in  union  move, 

To  greet  the  coming  day. 
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LIFE    IS    FULL    OF    TOIL    AND    CARE, 


Words  by  Jas.  H.  Wallis. 
Slowly.        p 


mf 


Music  by  Edwin  F.  Parry. 
P 


^H 


-^    ft 
Since      life      is     full    of     toil    and  care,  And  joys    are  gained  through  sorrow,  We'll    dry    the  tear,    no 


i^-zzj— ^ 


^3-=>-=^== 


e=s^i=3 


±-^£z^^=^3-\^: 


^ 


:t2=:^: 


--^^=^- 


CHORUS.    Lively. 


E6=g=^=aj 


more    despair,     But      glad  -  ly      wait    the 


morrow. 


Then    since  this  life    is         full    of  care,   And 


:k=t2=t^: 


^^- 


,• — « — ^ — ^ ZJ — I 1^_ 


:=fs=^ 


.^    ^^ 


:S: 


_^ — fs. 


iEEi=^ 


=1^::^ 


_hrf — I 


fHzz 


joys  are  gained  through  sorrow,  We'll  dry  the   tear,   no    more  despair.     But     glad-ly  wait    the         morrow. 

/>  


i-t=zz^v=zfi=it5: 


=p: 


=P 


i 


:k=ig-^^  '-l;g^:il^^:k: 


The  sky  may  seem  both  dark  and  drear, 
The  clouds  hang  thick  around  us, 

But  see,  the  sun  breaks  forth  to  clear 
The  gloom  that  does  surround  us. 


If  o'er  each  trial  we  should  mourn. 
Where  would  we  seek  for  pleasure? 

In  every  trial  are  blessings  born — 
Each  sorrow  brings  a  treasure. 


SACRAMENTAL    HYMN' 
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Words  by  J.  Furniss. 

--1- 


Musio  BY  Ann  Fellows. 


^b: 


-M- 


-'-X 


:f^: 


::1=^==1^q 


Come,     chil  -  dren,  join   with        me 


5:iB: 


^=t: 


:p: 


1 


and 

-ftf 


sing   The 


-I- 


of    our 


prais    -    es 

P-— I — I 


Sav  -  ior 


=1=1=:: 


King, 


:LzE3=t==t==i 


J-^# 


Who        for       mankind 

If: le t-t 


:N=tti 


:t: 


* 


was 


^i^j 


"      ^••— :5i — *- 
ci  -  fied—  To 


cru 


— 1— 

-m — 
— I — 

=*= 
save 


:3^-^^^ 


:^: 


sin 

=^I 


ful      world   He    died. 


:p==ii 


From  heaven  He  came  to  show  the  way, 
That  children  might  not  go  astry; 
He  preached  the  only  plan  to  save 
Mankind  from  an  eternal  grave. 


He  was  baptized  in  Jordan's  flood, 
With  power  He  preached  the  word  of  God, 
He  told  us  how  to  keep  God's  day— 
In  holiness  to  sing  and  pray. 


A  charge  He  gave  unto  His  Saints, 
Whene'er  they  met  without  complaints, 
To  eat  the  bread  and  drink  the  wine— 
An  ordinance  that  is  divine. 


He  soon  will  meet  His  Saints  again, 
A  thousand  years  on  earth  to  reign; 
0,  then  will  heavenly  strains  resound  I 
And  Satan  and  his  host  be  bound. 


8a 


THE  **:morimon"  boy. 


Voice. 


By  E.  Stephens. 


Moderato. 


Inhtsument. 


u 


^1=1=^ 


Kind  friends:  as    here   1    stand   to   sing,  So 


.-•V^ 


:?:r==l==1^:^: 


:3Ei: 


4: 


1^-^=:^=|: 


:fft::t=3^=^:tii=:: 


:t=: 


-1 


:t=: 


4=: 


H^^==1^ 


ver  -   y    queer   I    feel, 


=t=: 


=iv 


:^tz=^z=?5i=i1^^sEE^ 


d^ — m-. — m — . 


That,   now  I've  made  my  bow,   I     fear    I      don't  look  quite  genteel; 


■^- 


-S-  ^■ 


^-m- 


iiEjEEi 


r- 


.^t= 


itzip: 


But 


THE    "MORMON''    BOY.    Continued. 


83 


i?=; 


^3i 


nev-er  mind,  for  I'm  a  boy  That' sal  waj's  full  of  joy —  A  rough  anrj  read-y     sort    of  chap— An  honest  "Mormon"  boy. 


:i=-J=^-^^='j-^=^' 


eses 


piii^H^ 


z^Eg^^Eggg 


ii:&:i 


-=!-=1- 


:=1^; 


:^z=:J=±* 


CHORUS. 

A 


A  "Mormon"boy,a"Mormon"boy,I   am  a"Mormon"  boy.  He  might  be  envied  by  a  king,  For  he     is  a  "Mormon"  boy. 

55=z:«=q:t-i==t=;ti=*--i=iri.i:q-':^=ta-iiip=pqii=t=»-i=i=»=»=t=:g=c^^=ri::t=Si:iiP 


I'm  proud  to  know  that  I  was  bom 

Among  these  mountains  high, 
Where  I've  been  taught  to  love  the  truth, 

And  scorn  to  tell  a  lie; 
Yet  I'll  confess  that  I  am  wild, 

And  often  do  annoy 
My  dearest  friends,  but  that's  a  fault 

Of  many  a  "Mormon"  boy. 


My  father  is  a  "Mormon"  true, 

And  when  I  am  a  man, 
I  want  to  be  like  him,  and  do 

Just  all  the  good  I  can. 
My  faults  I'll  try  to  overcome. 

And,  while  I  life  enjoy, 
With  pride  I'll  lift  my  head  and  say, 

"I  am  a  'Mormon'  boy." 


9S 


.bexrnicriioO    .  iB  E  S  S  1 E    FAIR. 


fEf^^^? 


sizzz^t 


^^^^ 


E^ 


;p:-— « 


.™ ^57- ^ 

«R 1 


EElS^E^Ej*^ 


^g^gg^ 


By  R.  S.  HoRNE. 


^~^=-^-J^ 


-ji-=iMi^=M. 


--±. 


There    was    a      lit  -  tie         las  -  sie,  Her    name  was  Bes  -  sie    Fair,  She     was    her    mother's 


Efe= 


WmM 


-=i..^=i^-  — 4 


^    ^  w 


-m — m — m- 


i -^- 


-M=M=H 


^  ^  ^- 


=2= 


n — « 


ii  "        '^         1    •'«•     «i,     >*•  _      _  -IN 


■^- 


^ 


:SEr*;t:S£»~S£i=t=S±:fcS=:SiS=8^i^   ' 


,^od  "aoffl-ioM"  B  ar     oii -/ol  ,pfii:{  £  vdhoivno  oddflsiraoll  .'^od  "ooraioM"*  mB   IfVod"noraioM"£,7ocr"aoi 

,  ^    ^    -^  '^   ».%.»-*.   ^ 

_. -  <h ^^ .  "-^.-._^ , ■ — r~~~- — ■B — •"  -      --    r"   "    ■".      —    - 

D  i_i2 1- ^— % — «t — •— •— •— •■—♦^ ■ ._^_»_      ,^^  .L  .»,_it^ — »- 

X\-  — ^-r»K— «;— ^-f— ^— - — sr'— ti— \r< — c^— KT— ^— ?s--f-:r — -zt—v—' -^ 


bfe=^ 


^_^_EZ     ^^        ^ 


S  ~^~Sr7-  "^TTSf ~=7-— fp— !^5. 


s 


:^- 


-^ 


j^-^-^ 


:tl*=i:^=J.-=zf 


:^= 


33^?=^ 


:js=js=^>rpj^=js=^^^ 


dar- ling,  For  she    did  not  "bang"  her  hair; 


She  tho't    it    was    not    pret  -  ty,  And  her  moth  -  er    said"'Tis 


fei:^EE3^=± 


dznzzza=i=z^a3==^:^z^=^3===az=rSz=|3=z:zrat=a=r3=-rE^a^ 


'$t 


.hitw.mf!  I  ijjxli  gaolnoo  H'l  JaY 


life 


S^ 


i^rii: 


,'^od  "nocmoW'  '^cus  I"      ^ 


Tea 


/.W"  'floanoM'/  K  YflBu^  tO 


BESrsiE    PAIR.    Continued. 


JL^^ 


S^P^^^^^^Ei^ 


35 


35=^ 


:* 


true." 


How     man  -  y     are  there     here     to  -  day    Who      tru   -  ly      think    so 


too? 


Z) 


~^.^.-^^' 


^ •!• 


=rs=^: 


^   ^ 


^    ^    ^ 


^^i^^ 


-a — ■    — T-n — m — m- 


^: 


-^ 


4== 


She'd  neither  paint  nor  powder, 

Nor  friz  her  flowing  hair ; 
She  was  a  perfect  model — 

Was  my  pretty  Bessie  Fair— 
Of  a  lady  kind  and  gentle, 

And  a  daughter  good  and  true. 
How  many  are  there  here  to-day 

Who  truly  are  so  too  ? 

She  never  would  be  guilty 

Of  using  any  slang, 
She  thought  it  unbecoming. 

Quite  as  much  as  'twas  to  "bang;" 
She  never  would  be  idle. 

Not  when  work  there  was  to  do. 
How  many  are  there  here  to-day 

Who  truly  are  so  too? 

At  Sabbath  school  you'd  find  her, 
With  lessons  well  prepared ; 

She'd  neither  mince  nor  simper, 
When  her  duty  was  declared; 


n- =1- 

With  modest  grace  and  oaanrtffla»~^-4-:S!: 
She  would  stand  up  firm  and  truer  "^- 

How  many  are  there  here  to-day 
Who'd  truly  do  so  too?^fii  iuijoijoq 

She  was  not  vain  nor  haughtji^ « 


But  simple,  modest,  kind ;  ,3z£*_^?^s 


Her  judgment  was  not  faulty^^ — ^- 
But  well-stored  her  thoughtful  mind 

With  wisdom's  richest  treasures — 
Many  oft  were  brought  to  view. 

How  many  are  there  here  to-day 
Who  truly  are  so  too? 

Her  father  and  her  mother 

Could  trust  her  anywhere ; 
They  knew  she'd  ne'er  disgrace  them 

Once,  by  "putting  on  an  air." 
If  you  would  be  like  Bessie, 

You  must  keep  this  rule  in  view : 
Let  modesty  and  worth  proclaim 

The  wealth  that's  stored  in  you. 
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CHRISTMAS    CAROL. 


With  Spirit,     mf 


With  wond'ring  awe,      The   wise  men  saw  The    star    in      Heaven    springing,  And    with    de  light     In 
—I — a — y-m m — m — * 1— ,• * • — (•—•—• m — m — m—y-m m — ^ — --, — m — m tm — ■• n 


--fi-J^-S 


^ili^ii-^T^I 


^Ei^^r'-"^^ 


=1^ 


»■ m — i-^ •"*-«! — d^- m 


peaceful  night,  They  heard  the  angels         singing,   Ho^-  san  -  na,  Ho  -  san  -  na,    Ho  -  san  -  na     to     His    name  I 


et 


t: 


t2=t2 


Iff?:   H« 


-^-^    ^- 


t: 


:N=iN: 


1 1 ._ 


:t=: 


By  light  of  star, 
They  traveled  far 

To  seek  the  lowly  manger; 
A  humble  bed 
Wherein  was  laid 

The  wondrous  little  stranger* 
Hosanna,  hosanna, 
Hosanna  to  His  name  1 

And  still  is  found, 
The  world  around, 
The  old  and  hallowed  story: 
And  stUl  is  sung 


In  every  tongue 
The  angels'  song  of  glory: 
Hosanna,  hosanna, 
Hosanna  to  His  name ! 

The  heavenly  star 

Its  ray  afar 
On  every  land  is  throwing, 

And  shall  not  cease 

Till  holy  peace 
In  all  the  earth  is  glowing. 

Hosanna,  hosanna, 

Hosanna  to  His  name ! 
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JOSEPH    SMITH'S    FIRST    PRAYER. 
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Words  by  Gteo.  Manwaring. 
mf 


f 


Mustc  BY  A.  C.  S. 
mf 


Tenor. 


Treble 

AND 
AiTO. 


Bass. 


-^— ^: 


EE~3^g 


V 


rEE: 


:i=i 


^= 


:^z:=:. 


:^: 


=t: 


li^zzzi: 


Oh    liow     lovely    was    the 
Humbly    kneeling,  sweet  ap 


Sudden   -   ly 


i-A—^—-:t=m-\-wf^ 


morning!        Radiant  beam'd  the  sun    a    -    bove, 
peal  -  ing —  'Twas  the     boy's  first  ut  -  tered  prayer — 

— 1 It— al— — * * • ~—Y^^— — *-; 


Bees    were 
When  the 


-=1^=^ 


a    light    de   -    scended, 
Joseph,   this    is     my    be   -    lov  -  ed. 


Brighter      far  than   noonday 
Hear  him!"  Oh  how  sweet  the 


:=^z^i|-zl: 


z=E=:r*i^*=b»=:*: 


:t: 


:t==b=:: 


sun, 
word  1 


And       a 

Joseph's 


mf 


:s:=i 


ipiz 


:(z= 


mf 
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=?5=:^q 


humming,sweet  birds    singing,       Music       ringing    thro'  the  grove;  When, with -in'    the  sha-dy     woodland,      Joseph 
powers  of     sin      as  -  sail  -  ing  Fill' d  his    soul  with  deep  de  -  spair;    But,  ua  -  daunted  siill,    he     trust   -   ed    In    his 


"-====^=i=^==rH=3=^=ti 


-J— z?5=zt: 


=s--^--^-|--i-'— « M ~\~£z^^ ^— d"— — ! 

f— '-r_ Y ^—^ f- *— *r-— p *_»J_«__#_^_^_l_j#.^^_^ »_ 

shining,     glorious       pil  -  lar  O'er  him    fell,     a  -  round  him  shone,  While  appeared  two  heavenly     be  -  ings,   God  the 
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humble  prayer  was    answered,  And  he      listened       to    the  Lord.     Oh,  what  rapture   filled  his     bos  -  om,   For  he 

■! 1 1 1 » :a »T V 


3: 


-py — a<- 


:i==^:*=*i=ff =Lt=z£==t:r  zt=t--5=i:t==5=t:=b 

^  r    '•   ^    >  >     >   >    I 

Sing  bass  softly 


P=2= 


-\ — I 1 


-I 1— V — 1 — 


88 


JOSEPH    SMITH'S    FIRST    PRAYER.    Contimied. 
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sought  the  God    of      love,  When. with  -  in    the    shad-y      woodland,    Joseph   sought  the        God    of 
Heavenly  Father's     care,     But,  undaunt  -  ed  still,     he      trusted       In    his      Heavenly       Father's 

^^  — ,— iS--)*^ ^-1 — i—^ H — ^n— ■> 
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love, 
care. 
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Father     and    the     Son,  While  ap  -  peared  two  heavenly      be  -  ings,  God  the      Father  and    the 

saw    the    liv  -  ing     God,     Oh,  what    rapture    filled  his      bos  -  om.  For   he      saw  the  liv  -  ing 
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THE    INCARNATION. 


Words  by  J.  H.  Ward. 


Music  by  E.  Beesley. 
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Hail    to    the     night    when  erst    on    Judah's      plain,      A    glittering    host    proclaimed  a       Savior      come; 
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Not    in    the       gorgeous      pomp  of      kingly 


train,     But       meekly     to     this    world    of    sin    and    gloom 
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THE    INCARNATION.    Contimied. 
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Trio.     Andante,    p 
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Not    in  Thy    dread    om  -  nip  -  o  -  tent    ar  -  ray, 
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Not    in    Thy     dread  om  -  nip  -  o  -  tent    ar    -   ray, 


::  =t--=t2=^= j=t==t==:^=:t: 


z=^-irX=.- 


Chorus. 


A  tempo,  f 


tr 


z|it=tezzteE^:feB=^=^=zgi6Bi=^z=^=t=fa 
-^1 1 — V-'-l f 1 f^-'-| b^ — I 1--"-!— 


-^-^- 


No    in  -  dig  -  na  -  tion  burned  before 
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Thee  on  Thy  way, 
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in  -  dig  -  na  -  tion  burnen  be  -  fore  Thee  on  Thy  way. 
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For  Thou  wast  born  of  woman  meek  and  mild, 
And  in  the  manger  rude  was  laid  to  rest; 

Earth  had  no  place  for  Thee,  0  Heavenly  Child, 
Though  earth  by  Thee  alone  was  truly  blest. 

Angels,  not  men  proclaimed  Thy  mission  here 
And  yet  for  man  alone  Thou  shedst  Thine  every  tear. 

For  man  alone  was  every  sorrow  borne. 

Hunger  and  thirst  and  weariness  and  pain. 
For  man  alone  Thy  sacred  flesh  was  torn, 


That  sinful  man  might  bliss  eternal  gain, 
Awhile  the  world  grew  dark  for  what  was  done. 
Then  basked  in  sweet  repose  beneath  a  cloudless  sun. 

No  clouds  of  vengeance  lowered  when  in  Thy  tomb 
Thy  weeping  followers  laid  Thee,  Holy  One, 

Soon  earnest  Thou  forth  fresh  in  immortal  bloom! 
Angelic  servants  rolled  away  the  stone. 

Thy  work  accomphshed  slowly  didst  Thou  rise 
Calmly  majestic,  Godlike  to  Thy  nativ  skies. 
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SACRAMENT    PRAYER. 


Words  and  Music  by  E.  Stephens. 
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In         re  -  membranee    of    Thy  suffering,  Lord,  these  emblems    we    par  -  take,     When  Thyself  Thou  gav'st  an 
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Lord    for  -  give     as  ^  we've  for  -  giv  -  en  AH      Thou  seest     a 


miss    in    us. 
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SACRAMENT 

Purify  our  hearts,  our  Savior, 

Let  us  go  not  far  astray. 
That  we  may  be  counted  worthy 

Of  Thy  Spirit,  day  by  day. 
When  temptations  are  before  us 

Grive  us  strength  to  overcome; 
Always  guard  us  in  our  wanderings, 

Till  we  leave  our  earthly  home. 


PRAYER.    Contin-aed. 

When  Thou  comest  in  Thy  glory 

To  this  earth  to  rule  and  reign, 
And  with  faithful  ones  partakest 

Of  the  bread  and  wine  again, 
May  we  be  among  the  number 

Worthy  to  surround  the  board 
And  partake  anew  the  emblems 

Of  the  sufferings  of  our  Lord. 
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GIVE    US    ROOM    THAT    WE    MAY    DWELL. 


Music  by  W.  N. 
mf 


B.  Shepherd. 
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room     that       we         may     dwell, 
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See 
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bers      how         they        swell —  How       they        gath   -   er 


like 


cloud ! 
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0  !  how  bright  the  morning  seems — 
Brighter  Irom  so  dark  a  night; 

Zion  is.  like  one  that  dreams, 
Pilled  with  wonder  and  delight! 
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Zion,  now  arise  and  shine! 

Lo,  thy  light  from  heaven  is  come! 
These  that  crowd  from  far  are  thine; 

Give  thy  sons  and  daughters  room. 
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OUR    MOUNTAIN    HOME    SO    DEAR. 


Words  by  E.  B.  Wells. 
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Music  by  E.  Stephens. 
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Our  mountain    home  so    dear,  Where  crystal       wa-ters  clear  Flow    ev  -  er      free,     Flow    ev  -  er       free; 
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Flow 
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While  thro'  the^ 


valleys    wide,  The  flowers  on      ev'  -  ry  side,   Blnmning  in      stately    pride.  Are  fair    to      see 
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We'll  roam  the  verdant  hills, 
And  by  the  sparkling  rills 

Pluck  the  wild  flowers; 
The  fragrance  on  the  air, 
The  landscape  bright  and  fair, 
And  sunshine  everywhere, 

Make  pleasant  hours. 

In  sylvan  depth  and  shade, 
In  forest  and  in  glade, 
Where'er  we  pass, 


The  hand  of  Grod  we  see, 
In  leaf,  and  land,  and  tree, 
Or  bird,  or  humming  bee, 
Or  blade  of  grass. 

The  streamlet,  flower  and  sod 
Bespeak  the  works  of  God, 

And  all  combme, 
With  most  exquisite  grace. 
His  handiwork  to  trace, 
Through  nature's  smiling  face, 

In  art  divine. 


JUBILEE    SONG. 
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Words  by  Samuel  L,  Evans. 
Moderato. 
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Lord,  accept  our     ju 


bi  -  lee,  And  from  all  care  let    us 


Music  by  C.  J.  Thomas. 
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be  free.While  we  are  here  wilt  Thou  impartThy  love  and  grace  to  fill  each  heart 
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Let  Thy  good  spirit  on  us  rest, 
That  oae  and  all  may  thus  be  blest; 
Unite  our  hearts  with  one  accord, 
To  comprehend  Thy  will,  0  Lord. 


Our  Sunday  Schools,  may  they  become 
The  crowning  pride  of  old  and  young! 
And  all  find  out  the  better  way. — 
For  this  and  more  we  all  will  pray. 


SET    THY    PEOPLE    FREE,    O,    LORD. 


BY  J.    L.   TOWNSEND. 


[This  Hymv  may  be  sung  to 

To  Thee,  0  God,  we  now  appeal. 
Against  a  nation's  evil  laws; 
Thy  power  in  majesty  reveal, 
Protecting  all  who  love  Thy  cause. 

A  tyrant  foe  oppression  brings. 

Forbidding  us  Thy  will  to  do; 

0  Lord,  accept  our  offerings, 

And  bare  Thine  arm  to  aid  us  through. 

From  off  Thy  Saints  0,  break  the  bands, 
Oppressive  tyrants  bind  in  hate; 


the  above  tune  if  desirable.  ] 

Their  slavish  laws,  and  foul  demands, 
Forever  now,  0  Lord,  abate. 

Our  hearts  in  unison  unite, 
In  this  petition,  Lord  to  Thee; 
Thy  Zion  now  with  peace  requite. 
And  from  our  foe-men  make  us  free. 

Obedient  to  Thy  laws  divine, 
And  by  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  grace, 
Our  beings  now  perfect  refine, 
Till  we  may  all  behold  Thy  face. 
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ALL    NATURE    INVITES    OUR    PRAISE    TO    GOD. 


Words  by  A.  P.  Welchman. 


Music  by  R.  B.  Baird. 
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The     opening  buds    of     Spring     time,  When  birds    so      sweetly 
Life's  full      of  grace  and      bless    -    ings  From    out    His    liberal 


smg, 
hand, 


In  -  vite      our      tune  -  ful 
Then    praise    Je  -  ho  -  vah 
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To      praise    the      mighty 
Ye    Saints  in       ev'  -  ry 
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Call     for    our  hearts'  thanksgiving 
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fruits  and    fields    of       grain 


In         mu  -  sic  s   joyous  stram. 
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ALL    NATURE    INVITES    OUR    PRAISE    TO    OOD.    Contimied. 
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The  autumn's  varied  colors, 
The  garnered  gifts  of  heaven, 

Proclaim  that  for  His  bounty 
Our  praises  should  be  given. 

When  Winter  spreads  his  mantle, 
Of  snowy  crystals  rare. 


Our  gratitude  we  render, 
For  His  protecting  care. 

Life's  full  of  grace  and  blessing 
From  out  His  lib'ral  hand, 

Then  praise  Jehovah  ever. 
Ye  gaint  in  every  land. 


F  AI  T  H. 


BY  J.    L.    TOWNSEND. 


[This  Hymv  may  be  sung  to  the  Tune  on  the  opposite  page,  if  desirable.] 


The  mind's  complete  conviction 

That  things  unseen  may  be, 
Assured  by  testimonies 

That  truthfully  agree. 
Is  faith,  as  mere  believing 

In  evidences  true. 
And  all  degrees  possessing 

Have  those  who  truth  pursue. 
But  faith  regarding  heaven 

A  gift  must  be  from  God, 
The  Holy  Spirit  giving 

Its  evidences  broad. 

The  gospel  then  obeying. 
Our  faith  in  things  above. 

The  Holy  Ghost  our  teacher, 
Increases  with  our  love. 

Till  faith  in  truths  presentea 
To  knowledge  grows  each  hour, 


While  faith  and  knowledge  blended 
Become  the  gospel  power. 

The  promised  gifts  receiving 
We  prove  our  faith  is  true, 

And  onward  to  perfection 
The  narrow  way  pursue; 

While  faith  combined  with  labor 

We  join  in  sweet  accord, 
In  building  up  the  kingdom, 

The  Zion  of  our  Lord. 
So  faith  is  more  than  shallow 

Belief  in  things  above, 
'Tis  hope  and  trust  accruing 

With  confidence  and  love. 
'Tis  power  as  God  commissions. 

In  priesthood  now  conferred, 
Till  man  ,and  sea  ,and  mountain 

Must,  yielding,  heed  its  word. 
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DOUBLE    CHANT -The    Ten    Commandments. 


1st  Tenor. 
2nd  Tenor. 


Treble. 

Alto. 


1st  Bass. 
2nd  Bass. 


By  a.  C.  S. 
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1.  Thou  I  shalt  have   none 

2.  Grive  both  thy  par  |  ents 
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1.  Take    not    the  name   |   of 

2.  Abstain   from   words  |  and 

3.  With    all    thy    soul  |  love 
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LET    US    TREAT    EACH    OTHER    KINDLY. 
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Words  by  Lula. 


Music  by  J.  S.  Lewis. 
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Let    us    treat  each  oth  -  er    kind  -  ly,  We    are  friends  u  -  nit  -  ed    here;  Not    in  iff  -  nor  -  ance,  nor 

Let    us      tru  -  ly  trust  each   oth  -  er,  We    are     on  -  ly    mor-tals  weak,  Oft    in  need    of  friend  or 

Char-i    -    ty's  fair     beacon    lift  -  ed,  Scatters     rays    of  light    for      all —  Erring,  weak,  or    good  and 
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blindly,     But  by      sacked      ties  most  dear.  Love  will  own    no    cold  sus  -  pic  -  ion.    Golden      sunshine    it     im- 
brother,   G-en'rous-ly    to      act     or  speak.  Pass  not    si-  lent -ly    and    cold  -  ly    O'er  a    wrong  we  might    a- 
gifted,   fiigh  or    low  -  ly,    great  or  small;    Let    us    al  -  so  strive  complete  -  ly,     Hast-y    judgements  to    with- 
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parts,  And    its      ho  -  ly,   pure  am  -  bi  -  tion      Is    to    cheer  and    gladden  hearts. 

mend,    But  speak  ear  -  nest  -  ly    and    bold  -  ly.  Truth  and     justice      to      de  -  fend.    Let   us      treat  each  oth  -  er 

draw;     Let    us     trust  each  oth  -  er     sweetly,     And  let    love  ful  -  fill    its      law. 
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LET    IIS    TREAT    EACH    OTHER    KINOLY.    Continued. 
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kindly,     We    are  friends  u  -  nit  -  ed  here,  Not      in      ig  -  nor  -  ance,  nor    blindly,    But    by      sacred    ties  most  dear. 
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PROVIDENOE    IS    OVER    ALL. 


Words  by  Emily  H.  Woodmansee. 
Moderato. 


Mosio  BY  Jos.  J.  Daynes. 
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PROVIDENCE    IS    OVER    ALL.    Continued. 
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From  heav'n  a  -  bove,      His   light    and     love,    God      giv  -  eth      free  -  ly    when     we 
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With  jealous  zeal  God  guards  our  weal, 

And  lifts  our  wayward  thoughts  above; 
When  storms  assail  life's  bark  so  frail. 

We  seek  the  haven  of  His  love. 
And  when  our  eyes  transcend  the  skies, 

His  gracious  purpose  is  complete; 
No  more  the  night  distracts  our  sight — 

The  clouds  are  all  beneath  our  feet. 


•        •        ^        • 
The  direst  woe  that  mortals  know, 

Can  ne'er  the  honest  heart  appall. 
Who  holds  this  trust — that  God  is  ju,si, 

And  Providence  is  over  all. 
Should  foes  increase  to  mar  our  peace, 

Frustrated  all  their  plans  shall  fall; 
Our  utmost  need  is  oft  decreed. 

And  Providence  is  over  all. 
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Come    a   -   Lng,  come  a  -  long,     is      the      call    that  will      win,     To      lead    us    to 
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keep  us   from    sin;    Most    men  can    be      led, 
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few     can    be  driv'n,    in  shunning      per- 
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di  -  tion    and    striving  forheav'n.  Come  a  -  long,  come  a  -  long,     is    the    call  that    will  win,    In 
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virtue  aid  keeping  from  si2i,Come  along,come  along,  Is  the  call  that  will  win,In  leading  to    virtue  and  keepmg  from  sin. 


Come  to  me,  come  to  me,  sweetly  falls  on  the  ear, 
The  word  of  the  Lord,  full  of  comfort  and  cheer, 
To  bind  up  the  broken,  the  captive  set  free 
In  the  good  time  that's  coming,  we  soon  hope  to  see. 


Let  us  govern  b}'  kindnes,  and  never  by  foice. 
All  cheering  and  bright,  like  the  sun  in  its  course; 
Obedience  will  spring  from  each  heart  with  a  bound, 
And  brotherhood  flourish  the  wide  world  around. 
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